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	1. Chapter 1 - The Preditor

The rights to Star Wars belongs to its respective creators. I get no dough doin this! This is going to be a Reylo. If you don't like Reylos you're in the wrong place. If you don't like occasional smutty lemon in your fic, you're in the wrong place. This is an M fic for a reason. The M starts at chapter 10, so it slow burns a bit before then, but after that POW! Don't get cranky with me in later chapters when things start getting hot and heavy, because I'm warning you now, that shit's happening! This is mostly going to follow the movies because I freely admit I'm not up on most of the EU stuff. Sorry if that bugs you, no wait, I'm not sorry about anything. I like reviews though - FEED ME!

I already have a plot outline for this story. I'm thinkin about 12 chapters, maybe more. We'll see, even with plot outlines, once I'm in it; I tend to let stories develop organically. So we'll see what takes shape with this one.

Also: Yes I know I'm using the English spelling of Grey. I dunno why, I just like it that way better!

* * *

><p>He felt it in the force and a shiver ran down his spine. There had indeed been an awakening and it unnerved him.<p>

The first time he saw her, he could sense the power pulsing from her; one so small, so weak, so unassuming, so very frightened. He loved being feared, being feared was being powerful, being powerful was being in control. Even though he felt that raw power within her, he felt exhilarated because he was in control, dominant, a master, and he loved it.

Having power over peons was nothing. Pathetic, weak, non-force-sensitive's, meant little to him; their lives as insignificant as so many insects to be crushed underfoot.

And then she pushed him. Nobody had ever pushed against him, nobody had ever dared to defy, to challenge, but she did. She rent into the very soul of him. She cut ruthlessly, she cut deep. She saw things he meant no one to ever see, felt things within him that no one else was ever meant to feel. She saw the festering wounds that never healed, and the pain. The shameful pain.

By the time he had pulled back it was too late, even though she didn't know it at the time, she had left a piece of herself in his mind, and a part of him had been left inside of her, a bond.

He felt her horror as his saber pierced his father's heart, her agony, her sadness, her pain, and he wondered if she could feel him too. If she really understood what his action had cost him. He feared that she alone knew the truth; that in that moment he had passed the Supreme Leader's test, and yet utterly failed it at the same time. The light had not entirely been snuffed out.

She had seen too many of his failings now, he would stop it, he would regain control. He reached for her, as their sabers clashed, as they strained for dominance against a snowy precipice, as his very life's blood trailed into the snow.

_"You need a teacher!"_

He needed her. He needed her to make him feel powerful, to make him feel in control. He needed her because as she had felt his loneliness, he too, had felt hers. They were the same. The force made no mistakes. She had been placed in his path for a reason. She was meant to belong to him. He was meant to possess her. He was meant to show her the way, he could feel it!

And then she rejected him.

His parents had rejected him. His uncle had rejected him. The fellow padawans of his youth had rejected him. The only person who had ever really wanted him was the Supreme Leader, but it was hard to think about that with Han Solo's words so freshly ringing in his ears.

_He's just using you!_

And then she left him alone - his face slashed open, bleeding, dying. She should have finished what she started. She should have ended his pain, but as the world split open she never got that chance. Would she have finished it? Death was favorable to defeat, to dishonor, to shame. She had done worse to him than she ever could have if she had just pierced his heart with her saber.

Rejected! Defeated! Humiliated! Shamed! Shamed before her, shamed before the smug general, shamed before his master as he pleaded for forgiveness as the waves of torture threatened to tear him apart. Oh, he had indeed been punished for his failure. He wondered if she knew just how much he had had to pay for his defeat that night. Did she feel him scream in agony as Snoke ripped into him, the way he felt her joy at being reunited with her scum resistance friends? Did she know what she had done?

At first he cursed this bond. He cursed that she could perhaps feel all of his shortcomings, all of his suffering, but he would gain control again. He would have her know fear again, and he would use their connection to achieve it. She could run to Skywalker, she could hide, but he would hunt her to the ends of the galaxy. He would not be denied again.


	2. Chapter 2 - The Prey

_She was still on Starkiller. It was dark and snow, cold and unfamiliar, fell heavy from the sky. She was running. She could feel her heart beating frantically in her chest. Her lungs ached as she gasped for air. She was a small thing, a white thing, insignificant and frightened. She was a hare. A small white hare, barely noticeable against the snow, but she was noticed, she was hunted._

_She could feel the dark presence chasing her through the snowbound woods. She could hear it howl in the night, she could almost feel its breath upon her. Faster and faster she ran. Bounding over fallen trees and through snow banks and the gnarled limbs of trees, and still the beast chased her. It was a black beast, with teeth like knives and jaws hungry to snare. It knew her scent, no matter how she tried to dodge the beast, it always stayed on her tail._

_Finally cornered, trapped! Nowhere to run, nowhere to escape. She turned, terrified, and looked into the eyes of the beast as it sprang for the kill._

She woke up screaming again. She had been on this planet for over six months now. And in that time the dreams never stopped, never let up.

Her master rushed through her door without knocking. He too, was used to this nightly ritual. He sat next to her and put an arm around her as she cried.

"He won't stop! He won't stop!" She cried between sobs as her mentor patted her gently with a robotic hand.

"The harder I ignore him in the day the worse the dreams get at night," she continued.

"Come, you need meditation," he offered. It wasn't much, but for the time being it was one of the few things he could do to help her. Helping her sooth her mind and block out the fear, the dangerous fear that could so easily seduce to the darkness. She was already walking a rocky path. He could feel it in her so strongly when she arrived - the hatred.

She had not always hated, but she had learned it, she had learned it from _him_, from her master's former pupil. She had watched a man she admired, a man who had offered her a place, a sense of belonging, for the first time in many long lonely years, be ruthlessly cut down before her eyes. She watched her first true friend be maimed and left for dead in the snow, falling to protect her, a sacrifice so noble. No one had ever done so much for her before. He had murdered and he had hurt, he had taken all that she cared for, and thrown away all that she would have given anything to have, and she hated him for it.

He had warned her against such hate, warned her that if she did not forgive or let go, that she would not be able to stay on the path to become a Jedi. He had already lost one student to the darkness; he could not bear to lose another. But it is hard to let go of hate and fear when every day, and every night, she faces the same demon.

At first she had not been sure what she was feeling. She had felt rage, anger, pain, such horrible pain and suffering that it sent her to her knees; soon the truth was undeniable - it was _him_. He was inside her head, and she was probably inside of his as well. Sometimes when all was well, when she was finally getting a grasp on a moment of peace, she would feel his terrible rage and hatred burn her like an invisible sun. But what troubled her most was the sadness, the loneliness; she resented how in those moments he could almost pass for human. Her master and General Organa believed there was still good in him; even after all the unspeakable evil he had done. She knew she felt it even as she watched him take the life of his own father. Even though she felt that deep down they were right about him, she still could not forgive, she still could not let go her hatred of him for what he had done.

She did not hide the bond from her master, he was the only help she had, but she feared him rejecting her for it. She feared that such a bond made her impure, unworthy, and she wanted so desperately for Luke to accept her - to understand.

In time she had learned to ignore _him_, somewhat, which only made him angrier, and now the dreams grew more and more real. He was lashing out against her, battering against the barriers of her mind almost constantly. Sometimes as she would stand alone in the night, watching the stars shine across the waves of the ocean, she could almost hear his voice in the wind.

_Rey!_

She never called back to him, never dared let him know that she could hear. She did not want to encourage him by letting him know just how much she was able to hear.

Luke was training her in the Jedi way, but every day she felt guilty and ashamed because she knew she was not pure enough, she felt it coming, soon she would disappoint, and it killed her on the inside because her master had been so good to her, and he had been disappointed enough in life, she knew he couldn't handle another failure, and it ate at her very soul. She knew there was dark inside her. She fought hard against it, using every Jedi technique she could, but she knew there was a shadow cast over her heart. Whenever she felt herself slipping, she could feel him gloat across the bond, the only time she ever felt anything resembling joy from him, twisted though it was.

She was changing. A part of her would always be the lonely abandoned Jakku scavenger, but now her life was going in uncertain directions. She knew what was expected of her, what people wanted her to be, what she wanted to be, but wanting and being are two very different things.

Master Luke had taught her how to swim, and she thrilled every day to bathe in the ocean. She was growing accustomed to regular meals, though she still insisted on never wasting even the tiniest scrap of food. She traded her three buns for a neat braid that she allowed to grow longer now that her hygiene was easier to manage. Her golden Jakku tan was fading, though not entirely, as she still spent most of her time outdoors on Ahch-to. She learned to meditate, despite the unwelcome distractions invading her mind. She learned to wield a saber with greater skill and accuracy, though she never felt entirely comfortable with the saber style. She could levitate great rocks, and even Master Luke, while doing a one-handed hand stand. In these areas, she did not disappoint. She was smart, resourceful, and consumed new knowledge and new challenges with a gusto that would have made any teacher proud.

Luke was proud, but he was also worried for her. He knew she did not want to disappoint him, and he did not want to be disappointed in her. When he had discovered Ahch-to it had taken him years to find the first Jedi temple, only to discover that it was not truly a Jedi temple at all, it was something else entirely, something vague and foreboding. It called to him as a force user, but its purpose was so alien, eventually he was forced to abandon it. But he did have a suspicion as to its purpose. Rey had asked him if he had found it when she first arrived on the ocean planet, his father's saber stretched out to him with begging eyes. She wanted to know everything that she could learn; anything to help her friends in the Resistance, anything to bring him back.

He had given serious thought to returning. He missed his sister, and longed to comfort her in her time of loss, but after meeting Rey, with her bright eyes and her pure intentions, even though he knew he was setting himself up for heartache again, he instead decided that they must remain, and that she must train in the Jedi way, and only when she was strong enough would they return.

She had been devastated when he had told her they were not going to immediately return to the resistance.

"They need you!" she had begged.

"No, they need you, and you are not ready."

Every week she would go down the long stairway to where the Falcon waited. Poe had come after her first week, to give her news on how Finn was holding up, and to take Chewie back to the Resistance. Only R2D2 remained. She had cried bitterly seeing them fly away, knowing that it could be years before she would see them face to face again, if ever.

In time the ex-stormtropper and her first friend woke up from his medical coma. "He asked for you, first thing," said General Organa. A highly secured long range communication had been established aboard the Falcon so that Rey could keep in touch with her friends in the Resistance while away with her training. She had cried tears of joy to see Finn's face, at long last, through the com screen. They had had to fix him with an artificial spine, which had a slow and painful adjustment period, but Rey was pleased to learn that Poe stayed by Finn's side during all his trails. It made her feel horrible inside to know that she could not be there in his time of need. She had not had much time to get to know the pilot Poe Dameron before leaving to find Luke, but for all the kindness and care that he had shown her friend Finn, she had developed a very high opinion of him, and cherished the times she would speak with him on piloting techniques. Then she would feel burning hatred and jealousy through the force. She would do her best to brush it aside.

General Organa was warm and motherly, encouraging but strong, everything Rey would have wished for in a mother for herself. Whenever she would finish speaking with the general she always had to fight back the boiling hate that came along with knowing that her own son had broken her heart - twice. She would feel nothing but brooding disappointment from him in those moments, and perhaps just a tinge of something she didn't quite believe could really be there, and chalked it up to being confused in with one of her own emotions.

Luke had tried to help her unravel the mystery of what had happened to her parents. Why they had abandoned her to never return. Luke was only aware that as the First Order had started to gain power, around the time of the destruction of his Jedi Academy, Snoke had been sending his Knights of Ren out to hunt and destroy any and all force-sensitives who refused to swear allegiance. They were not his regular soldiers; they were specially trained dark-side users whose only purpose was the capture, control, and elimination, of any possible force user who would not bend a knee to their dark master.

"Do you think Kylo Ren could have done it? Do you think he might have been the one to make sure that my parents never came back for me?"

She watched as Luke sighed and scratched his beard. "The only one who could possibly answer that question, is him."

It was just one more thing to eat at her. One more reason to hate.

Finally, at long last, the time had come for her to take the next crucial step in her training. "Do you see that peak up there?" Luke pointed to a lonely island with a tall and jagged land formation out on the horizon.

"Yes," she replied holding her hand above her eyes and focusing past the glare of the sun bouncing off the waters.

"That little island is one of the few places in the galaxy where you can still find kyber crystals. The time has come for you to forge your own weapon. It will not be an easy task, getting the right crystal alone is challenge enough, then you must temper the crystal with your force energy, a feat that takes days."

She suddenly had a terrifying vision of the red saber that had once hunted her through a snowy forest.

"What...what will my blade be like?"

He guessed her meaning as he sensed her radiating fear seep through to him.

"The one you've been using was made by my father, Anakin Skywalker. His blade was blue because, at the time that he made it at least, his force signature was still that of a true Jedi. Mine is green, also a very common occurrence for a Jedi. There are some other rare occurring spectrums. Perhaps you will consider a double-bladed saber, which will suit your fighting form to better purpose? You've never entirely acclimated to the saber style."

"Do you think it will be red?" She hadn't dared to speak such an insecurity out loud in the near year that she had stayed on Ahch-to, but deep down she knew there was no hiding her failings, not from Master Luke, she knew that he knew.

"I know the uncertainty in you. I have seen such uncertainty before."

She suddenly felt as though he had taken out a saber and stabbed her right in the gut with it. It was the one comparison she just couldn't bear.

"I lost Ben, but I know that I brought back my father. He had once been where Ben is now, and he still came back. I know you think my nephew a monster, and while he is Kylo Ren, he certainly is, but while Anakin Skywalker was Darth Vader he was an equally cruel, if not worse monster. You don't become notorious throughout the whole galaxy for no reason. There is always hope. I know you fear the darkness within you. I know you think I'm making the same mistakes all over again, and that you fear becoming something twisted. But there is one thing I am doing differently this time, the one thing I didn't do for Ben, and by not doing, I failed him. I did not accept him for who he was - both the light and the dark. I tried to stamp out the dark, and it backfired on me. I would not fail you so. A bit of darkness does not make you entirely evil. It makes you human. I don't want it to consume you, but I don't want you to suppress it entirely either. I don't know if balance within the force is truly possible. I really could be making all the same mistakes again, or making worse mistakes, but I also believe that the force has been split in two and that the two sides should never have been divided. You fear being like Ben, and in a lot of ways you are like him. I can't help that you've given up on him, but please don't give up on yourself. It's time to find a better way."

She slept fitfully that night again. The same taunting dream as always, but now the hare was grey and just a little bit faster than the beast.

The next morning as the sun began to rise. She set out in the small fishing boat that Luke had made, and paddled toward the island.

* * *

><p><span>A note from your humble author<span>: YAY, thank you guys so much for the reviews and follows! They really brighten my day! I hope to keep you entertained and I hope you keep the reviews coming.

For those who signed on with the promise of smut, don't worry, it will come, but these two have a lot of issues to work out in their relationship before I get them in the sack, so give me a few more chapters and we'll get to the juicy stuff. About one more chapter of development and then I plan for some high-octane action scenes. The Rey I envision will be a force to reckon with!


	3. Chapter 3 - The Quest

By the time she reached the island her arms and back were aching from all the rowing. She reached into the little boat and pulled out a pack with rations and water for the long hike. She looked up at the mountain peak with a pair of binoculars that Master Luke had loaned her. He had refused to give her any further clues about where to find the crystals, except that they were on the peak somewhere. She would have to use the force to guide her.

With a deep breath she began the difficult climb. It was steep and treacherous, and one fall could be the end of her. She climbed all day, until her hands were cut and bleeding from the rough stone, until she felt her strength pushed to its absolute limit. Finally she reached the top.

She stopped to heal her hands with the force technique her master had taught her, and once they were mended she ate some of her rations and drank heavily of her water.

She sat at the peak, feeling the cool wind brush across her face, so refreshing after her exhausting climb, and thoughtfully chewed her food. She was beginning to feel it now - crystals, a crystal, _HER_ crystal, it was close. She swallowed her last bite and took a final swig of water and began to explore. There wasn't much room at the top but she managed to find a narrow ledge that seemed to be hewn into the side of the mountain. It led a little way back down, but towards the other side than the one she had ascended. Several times she had to close her eyes and rest her forehead against the mountainside as the dizzying heights were starting to get to her. She briefly thought she felt curiosity reach out to her through the force, but she pushed it away, she didn't have time to deal with _him_ right now.

At last, just as the sun was beginning to set, she could see it. A very small cave just beyond her reach, the opening so small she would have to wriggle her way in, but she felt it calling to her. It was almost as if it were singing to her. It would take a small jump to leave the ledge and land at the opening of the cave, but she was certain she could easily make it. With a deep breath, and a silent prayer to the force, she leapt, and landed, but the shelf where she landed cracked and gave way.

She let out a desperate scream as she felt the crumbling beneath her. At the very last moment she snagged onto a tree root that was jutting out of the mountainside and saved herself from falling to her death. With shaking limbs and pounding heart, she pulled herself back up to the mouth of the cave. She suddenly felt a crippling panic reach out to her through the bond, which quickly passed and was replaced by terrible anger.

Why would _he_ care? He clearly had sensed her moment of terror, and if she didn't know any better, she would almost think he had been concerned. No.

She shook her head trying to brush aside his rage that was still seeping through to her, she would not allow herself to misinterpret. He had probably only panicked when she hadn't died, he was probably angry because she hadn't succeeded in getting herself killed. There, yes, that made more sense! She could feel him battering against the barriers of her mind again, but she pushed him away. She had a mission and she wouldn't let Kylo Ren, or even death itself, stop her.

She wriggled through the mouth of the cave on her belly. It was dark and the air smelled stale and damp. Master Luke had not given her a light, and she had not thought to ask. He must have known that she would have to go into the cave to find a crystal. But, she knew that if Master Luke did or do not do something, it was with purpose; just as how he had insisted on not giving her any further guidance of where to look than the island. He wanted her to rely purely on the force. The force would be her guide, she would need no light.

After a dozen feet of crawling the cave suddenly expanded enough to where she could stand. She reached out with the force to feel the safest path. Suddenly she saw an unmistakable glow coming from the rock wall. Using a knife that she wore on her belt; she began chipping at the cave wall. The more she chipped the brighter the light became and the clearer the hum of the crystal, until finally, after what seemed like an age, she stood there holding her kyber crystal in her hand. It seemed to thrum with energy at a pace that matched the beat of her heart and the longer she held it the brighter it became, until the whole cave was lit.

She struggled to snap herself out of her stupor of gazing into her crystal, and only then noticed how very lucky she had been to not have fallen into a black abyss, or smashed her head in with a stalactite; the force had guided her on the only safe path.

* * *

><p>Luke was meditating outside his stone dwelling. The sun had set hours ago and he kept a bonfire burning so that Rey could easily find her way back to the island on her return. Meditation was the only thing keeping his worry for her at bay. She should have returned before sunset. Maybe he had been too hasty? Maybe she hadn't been ready for this trial yet? No, the force had guided him in this decision; the time was now - she would return.<p>

At last he heard her footsteps approach, and he rose to his feet.

When she stepped into the firelight she looked absolutely exhausted. She was covered in dirt and her face was streaked with grime, her hair had half fallen out of its braid, and her clothes were ripped in several places, but in her hand she triumphantly held forth her kyber crystal. It gleamed in the firelight.

"Now, you are ready," he said.

The next day they scrounged through every spare scrap of metal they could find. She even plucked a few pieces from the derelict X-wing that had originally brought Luke to Ahch-to. At last, when she was sure she had enough, Luke left her alone on the beach and she entered her meditative trance. He hoped his nephew would not disturb her at this crucial stage.

Every day for the next two days Luke would come down to the beach to check on her and press a little canteen of water to her parched lips. Other than a few quick gulps, she never moved or left her trance, her crystal floating above her outstretched hands burning like a beacon. He curiously noted how the metal casings that were coming together to be her saber handle had turned black, and it worried him.

On the third and last day, he found her hunched over on her knees, her head bent forward as if she had fallen asleep kneeling, her hair, torn loose by the wind, cascading over her face, her saber clutched tightly to her breast.

"Rey?" he called.

Slowly she lifted her head and turned to look at him. Her eyes looked worried - frightened.

"What does it mean?" she asked, as she powered on her saber and beams of pure white released from both ends of a solid black hilt.

* * *

><p><span>A note from your humble author<span>: Oooooooh shit! I pulled a Samuel L. Jackson on this bitch! Now originally I said one more chapter of development, and then an action chapter, but as I'm developing this story Rey's trials are going to be pretty important to her character and the plot later, so I guess I'll spend the time on it that needs to be spent, but I'm still headed on the right track. But rest assured, I will throw you a bone next chapter and give you some Kylo angsty goodness to help see you through the development chapters. As you can tell, my main concern with this story is pacing, I don't want it to drag.

Once again thank you all for the follows and the reviews, they feed my muse, and I love it. So please FEEEED ME!


	4. Chapter 4 - The Silver Light

A note from your humble author: CRAP! This chapter got really long. I'm sorry. I just felt the force flowing through me, all over my damn keyboard. It wouldn't stop!

* * *

><p>It infuriated him not knowing what was going on. He had been in another one of Hux's long monotonous meetings when it happened.<p>

How he hated that man! He didn't _need_ to be there, but as a commander he was required to be present. He would pass the time in silence, sometimes thinking of inventive ways he would like to murder the ginger general, but often times just thinking of her.

He could feel stress and anxiety seeping through the bond, more so than usual. He wondered what trials Skywalker was putting her though and fought back a simmer of rage at the thought of his old master. She was his! She should be his to train! The force gave her to him! And he believed that to the very depths of his soul. What Jedi filth was he filling her head with? A bunch of nonsense about peace and serenity, no doubt. His hands tightened into fists until the leather of his gloves creaked. One of the admirals at the meeting cast a wary eye in his direction; even a non-force-sensitive could feel the volatile atmosphere around Kylo Ren.

Then he felt it, he felt her piercing terror, and he could hear her voice cry out. Suddenly, he sprang up from his seat, upending his chair, which made a loud smash against the floor. An immediate hush fell over the officers as all rose and jumped back from the table, terrified of what he would do, and wondering what had been said that had set him off. Even General Hux stared with his mouth gaping.

Without a single word, he turned and stormed out the door. He thought he heard the ruddy general call after him; "Ren? What is the meaning of…" but he ignored him and stormed back to his private quarters.

What had happened? What had he felt? Was she hurt? Did something attack her? Was she in a fight? He searched across the bond and sensed a feeling of relief mixed with dissipating fear coming from her. She had nearly dodged some disaster; of that much he was certain. Suddenly he could only see red as he shouted in frustration and pulled out his saber and began hacking apart the sofa in his room - his third sofa that month. This was Skywalkers fault! He was botching her training. He would be the ruin of her, just as he had ruined him.

He tried to push back into her through the bond, he wanted to know; instead she gave him nothing and put up barriers against him, rejecting him again, pushing him away. The thought that she would cling to that idealistic old fool, even at the cost of her own life, and all her great potential, just made him rage even harder. It was a waste! A waste!

He vowed that he would take her away from Skywalker, if it was the last thing he did.

* * *

><p>Master Luke had no answer for her. "I will need to meditate on this," was all he said, as he laid down the food and water he had brought for her and disappeared into the hills.<p>

For the rest of the day she walked up and down the beach feeling the weight of her double-bladed saber in her hand. At first she was afraid to turn it on again, but the song of the kyber crystal within it seemed to be pleading with her to once again feel the power that she now could wield. At last she powered it on and allowed herself to look on it again. It was frightening, but beautiful, she couldn't deny it. The black metal of the hilt as glossy as a mirror, and the white beams begged to sing as she moved the blades through the air, the hum of their movement sweeter than any music.

She practiced the seven martial stances for defense with an air of grace that she had never managed with Anakin Skywalker's more traditional saber. When she moved into the patterns for offence, she could feel an exhilarating flow of power from the force move throughout her whole body. She had never felt so alive, so strong, so in control. Her weapon felt not just like an extension of her body; it felt like an extension of her soul.

She practiced her forms with the saber until the sun was fading into the water on the horizon. She had barely noticed the passage of time until she heard her master's voice.

"Rey, come with me."

She followed him back into the hills, she wasn't sure exactly where he was leading her to, but she could sense a great weight of dread from her master, and it filled her heart with fear and sadness.

This was it! Her saber had failed the test, it was all wrong, she was all wrong. She knew he was probably going to tell her that her training was over and to pack up and leave. She wouldn't even be able to stand the disgrace of returning to the resistance as a failure, she would never be able to hold up her head after such a shame. Everyone would be so let down. They would never want to see her again anyway. They would think she was no better than _him_. As she followed silently in Luke's footsteps she tried to swallow a bitter pill.

"This is it! There is nothing for me now, but to return to Jakku and rot!" she thought.

"Rey, please sit down," he motioned towards a log in front of a campfire. She hadn't even noticed that they had arrived. "There is something that we must discuss."

She felt her heart pound in her chest but she sat obediently, trying to fight back the tears that were only a moment away.

Luke sat down on another log across from her, clasping his hand with his robotic hand and leaning forward in a pragmatic manner. "Rey, I do not believe you are meant to be a Jedi."

That was it; there was no stopping them now. She stared stonily into the fire as the tears streamed down her cheeks. Her heart broken, her world shattered. A moment ago she had lived in a dream, a dream too beautiful to be true, but it wasn't true. It had only ever been just a beautiful dream, and nothing more.

Luke continued. "There is both light and dark within you. The saber forged of your own force signature is proof that you have no allegiance to one side or the other. But, I stand by what I said before. I do not believe that makes you evil, but it does mean you cannot walk the path of a true Jedi. No…but there is another path."

"I will never turn to the darkside!" she shouted as she jumped to her feat. "I would die first! I would never let myself become a monster. I will never be like _him_!"

"I didn't mean the path that leads to the darkside," he corrected.

She just froze and stared confusedly at him.

"She needs your guidance now, and so do I," he called out.

Just when she was beginning to wonder if her master was losing his mind – she heard them.

"Rey…the force is with you," spoke the distinguished voice of a shimmering blue apparition of a man in Jedi robes, with a short groomed beard.

"A Jedi, you are not. A sith, you are not," spoke a much smaller Jedi, who clutched a gnarled stick in his tiny alien hands.

"The first temple, you've long suspected its purpose. It could be her only way," spoke a very tall Jedi.

"We don't know what it will do. We've only speculated about what it was for," argued Luke. "It is not a risk to be taken lightly."

Finally finding her voice; "The temple?" Luke had told her it was best left undisturbed. She had suspected because it was some sort of Jedi holy ground, and she had never dared to press the matter.

"These are my old masters; Master Obi-wan, Master Yoda, and my father; Anakin Skywalker," Luke introduced.

"Anakin Skywalker!" she gasped. The man who had been Luke's father and Kylo Ren's grandfather had always been an enigma to her. Luke spoke of his light, but she had seen in Kylo Ren's mind that he idolized the darkness that had once existed in this vision of the man who now stood before her. She suddenly yearned to speak with him, to have him answer her questions, but now was apparently not the time. He seemed to give her a knowing look, as if he could sense what she was thinking.

"It was once a place where light and dark existed together. The knowledge of its purpose and power are so ancient it is lost even to us who only live on through the force. I do not think it should be feared, perhaps long long ago, the force had not always been as divided as it is now," said Obi-wan.

"Meant for us, its secrets were not." Master Yoda pointed a small finger towards Rey, "Go, you must. Your true destiny, it is."

"She needs to know the risks!" chimed Luke. "Rey, the ancient temple may be able to offer you a path towards balance, but it may not. We have no way to know for sure. We don't know what it could really do to you. The force in there is unlike anything I've ever felt before. If you chose to seek your destiny in that temple…I cannot help you"

She looked around at the waiting expectant faces. Since the moment she had touched Anakin Skywalker's saber, she had been offered only one of two options. The more desirable of the two being to stay within the light and become a Jedi, but she had always known, deep down, that that had not been her destiny. She knew she felt too many raw emotions, and she knew she didn't really want to entirely let them go. To do so would be to destroy who she truly was on the inside, to become something cold, detached, and not at all like herself. It was a part of her that she would have to sacrifice, and it was a sacrifice that she had never truly wanted to make. The other option, to fall into the darkness, had always been unthinkable to her. No matter what passions possessed her, no matter how far into the dark she was willing to go, she knew there would always be a line she would not be willing to cross, even though there were times where she had felt herself stepping terribly close to it.

But now, maybe, just maybe, there was a chance. Could there really be a balance between light and dark? A safe grey between? Could good and evil exist within one person and not tear them apart? For all she knew she could be destroyed trying, and she sensed that this was Luke's greatest fear for her.

"If there had been a way to find balance when I was still alive, maybe I would not have made the mistakes I had made, and maybe my grandson would not be living to repeat those mistakes," added Anakin.

"I will take this risk, no matter the cost. I will accept the dangers, no matter what they may be. I will pursue the balance between light and dark, or I will die trying. I think I've known all along…this is my destiny," she said.

* * *

><p>That very night Luke led her down to the Falcon. The island where the temple was located was too far to row to in the night when the ocean was at its roughest, and the force ghosts of the old masters had agreed that she should set out on her quest immediately.<p>

The Falcon landed on what outwardly looked like a quiet unassuming island, but the moment she set foot upon the soil, she could feel the force flowing through her. All around were crumbled structures. Everything above ground was so old that the planet had reclaimed it, but the true heart of the temple was below ground.

"I can only take you part of the way. I cannot step beyond the middle circle, but perhaps you can. That is what we are here to find out."

They walked down a stone spiral stairway that seemed endless. The walls glowed with an eerie phosphorescence. At last at the bottom of the stairs was a great arch. There on each side, were two marble sentinels. These were warriors, knights of old. The right sentinel was the figure of a woman in flowing robes, her right hand outstretched, palm up, and a mysterious light of pure force swirled and glowed like a living galaxy above her hand. The left sentinel was a man with a crown of glowing force light, similar to the light that glowed in the woman's hand. In his right hand he clutched a gigantic kyber crystal. Immediately both Luke and Rey could feel the crystals within their own light sabers thrumming in time with the crystal of the sentinel.

"No one may pass through here that is not gifted with the force. To pass you must have the force, and a kyber crystal in your possession. At least that's my best guess. I can't leave my force powers behind, but I know if I try to enter without my light saber I feel an oppressive weight upon me so strong that nothing I do can get beyond it. I feel it distinctly, that it is the male sentinel that stops me, while I feel the female welcomes my presence."

Beyond the arch Luke led her into a massive circular room with a domed ceiling that looked like the entire known galaxy that swirled and displayed the light of all the living stars.

"It's a map; more detailed and complete than anything we have now. A testament to how advanced these ancient force users were. The walls are covered in runes that I spent years trying to decipher. The only thing that I could make out are the many references to light and dark. But there in the center is the greatest mystery of all, and I cannot reach it."

In the very center of the room stood two gigantic kyber crystals, one black and one white, they glowed softly, but between the two pillars of kyber there flashed a brilliant silver light, and Rey instantly felt inside that she ached to go to it.

"If you look at the floor you will see why I could never go to it, even though I feel drawn to it as much as you do."

The center where the mysterious light shined was in a great circle of silvery grey, around the circle of grey was a circle of white, and beyond that a circle of black.

"I can't pass beyond the white circle. I am forced back in much the same way that I cannot pass the arches without my saber. I can only imagine that a force user like a sith, would never be able to pass beyond the outermost black circle. This is as far as I can take you. I don't know if you can make it all the way to the center, and I'll understand if you want to turn back. You don't have to do this. I can't tell you what to expect if you do make it to the center, and once you pass the white circle, I can't help you if you're in danger."

She looked into her masters worried eyes, and she felt his sorrow. "I've made my choice. I know I have to go, but if I don't come back, if something happens, please - go home. They need you! If I must fail at everything, at least let me succeed in getting you back to the resistance. It might be the only good I can ever truly do."

Luke gave her a warm embrace. "You've done more good than you'll ever know – may the force be with you!"

With trembling legs and a pounding heart, she stepped into the black circle. Then she stepped into the white circle. She looked over her shoulder one last time, at the man who had taught her so much, then placed her foot into the innermost grey circle.

She had been allowed to pass.

She was pretty sure she could hear Luke give a sigh of relief from behind her. Before her glimmered the silver light. At first she thought to test it by putting her hand in it, as one would test the temperature of water, but then she felt something insider her, the force, it was guiding her, and that was when she knew there was nothing to fear. She closed her eyes and disappeared into the silver light.

* * *

><p>And then she exploded!<p>
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	5. Chapter 5 - When Hunter becomes Hunted

He could tell that she had been in deep mediation and that she had not slept in days because her dreams had not been open to him. Which meant only one thing; Skywalker had already set her to the task of building her own light saber.

It struck him as being very soon; she couldn't have been with his old master for more than a year, which undoubtedly meant that she was even stronger in the force, and more quick to learn, than he had previously determined. Again, he seethed with rage to know that such a strong and worthy force potential had fallen into the hands of his greatest enemy. He envisioned her with the blue or green saber of a Jedi and tore apart half of his training room in disgust.

He swore that tonight he would finally catch her in her dreams.

But she did not sleep that night. She should have been exhausted from so many days of forging her saber, but something was wrong. First a great sadness and confusion, then joy, and an exhilarating raw surge of power, and then he could feel her crippling sadness, anger, and anxiety.

He patiently lay awake in his bed, staring out his window as the Finalizer sped past countless star systems, waiting to finally reunite with her in their shared dreams – and then he felt – nothing.

* * *

><p>There was no time, no space, no matter, no darkness, and no light – there was only existence and peace. Was this death? What a beautiful death it was! Gone was her pain, her loneliness, her sadness, her uncertainties. Gone also were her passions, her hopes, her aspirations, her desires. There was no weight upon her shoulders. No limitations to her being. She was everything, she was everyone, she was the universe, one, whole, complete. Light and dark were so clearly the same and she was a part of everything that ever was and that ever would be.<p>

And then she felt them, all those who had walked her path before, long long ago – those who had walked the path of the Grey. Their thoughts, their emotions, their dreams, their lives, their deaths, and all that they had known, and finally when all of their collective consciousnesses had poured through her soul – she was reborn.

A stab of terror and panic had seized Luke when he watched her disappear into the silver light, but before he could fully seize what he had felt, the force in the chamber reacted like a sonic boom all around him. He could feel it flowing through him from the center of the temple, like a tidal wave crashing over him, and it was then that he knew she was alive, but that she would never be the same again.

He stayed and he waited. He knew she would return, and the hours flew by without him even being aware of how long it had truly been. He refused to look away from the light until she returned.

At last the silver light flashed so brightly that he was forced to shield his eyes. When he finally could see into the temple again – there she was.

Her eyes! He would never forget the look in her eyes when she stepped forward from the grey circle into the white circle. Her eyes that day in the temple would haunt him for the rest of his life. He said nothing as she passed beyond the black circle and walked silently through the arches. He followed her to the surface.

The sun had nearly risen to its highest point of the day.

"Rey?" he finally asked, as she stood and looked out into the ocean. She suddenly blinked, and it occurred to him that it had probably been the first time she had even blinked since emerging from the light. She turned her head back to look at him, as if she were seeing him for the first time. He could both see and feel an overwhelming sense of peace radiating from her entire being. She let out one contented sigh, and crumpled to the ground.

Luke carried her back to the Falcon, where he then returned them to their island, and up the long stairway to her dwelling where he placed her into her bed and covered her carefully. He could tell that she was only asleep, and he could also sense that it was the most peaceful sleep she had ever known. He desperately wanted to know all that she could impart to him about her experience in the temple, but he knew she had to be exhausted and he would not dare disturb her.

She slept through the remainder of the day, and the entire proceeding night. While she slept through the day she had only known peace, but at night, _he _came.

* * *

><p><em> The black beast sniffed into the wind, his paws treading gently in the snow. Her scent was not in the air, but he could feel her. Like a phantom she seemed to be everywhere and nowhere at once, in frustration he howled into the night sky. <em>

_ Suddenly he could distinctly feel her direction and he immediately gave chase. He could not see her this time, but he knew where she would be; the same spot where he cornered her every time, but this time he would catch her, this time he would claim his prize. _

_ He bounded over rocks, fallen trees, and hills of snow, until at last he found it, the dead-end near a towering rock formation where he had trapped her countless times…but she was not there. He growled and sniffed the air, when suddenly the direction of the wind changed, and he looked up and there glowed the eyes of the grey beast. _

_ It leapt down from the rocks before him and bared its teeth in a ferocious snarl. Their eyes locked, their fur stood on end, they began to circle each other, snapping and growling, and then, they lunged for each other._

* * *

><p>Kylo Ren woke up; his heart thundering in his chest, gasping for breath, his hands shaking as he tossed aside his sweat drenched covers.<p>

* * *
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	6. Chapter 6 - Sorrow and Joy

A note from your humble author: Well I got a lot of writing done this Sunday, which means a nice loooong chapter for you guys today. Hope you enjoy!

* * *

><p>Deep down inside, she had always known that her parents were dead, but she had been young, and she so desperately needed something to live for, something to believe in. In the many lonely hungry nights when she cried herself to sleep in her toppled At-At, her only comfort was to cling to the idea that they would return for her. She would listen for their voices on the wind. Every new day she would walk outside into the blazing sun and look into the horizon, hoping against hope that somehow they would just be there. Sometimes when she was delirious from hunger and dehydration she would see them there, beckoning to her, she would run to them and they would vanish into the wind. She could never let herself accept that they would never return because she had nothing else to live for.<p>

_The people you are waiting for, they are never coming back!_

Maz had spoken the truth that she had always known in her heart. The finality she had never dared to accept. The illusion shattered.

But why? Who took them from her? She knew the answer – Snoke. His dark presence reached across the galaxy, spreading death and destruction, and worst of all, corruption. She knew that he had poisoned Ben Solo against his family, against everything that the light stood for, but even then, she felt hatred for the man who had betrayed all those who she now held so dear.

In her mind he had been _weak_, a fool to believe lies. Why had he been so foolish? What lies had Snoke whispered to him when they were alone? What poison could turn a man against his own family? Master Luke had warned her that it is very easy to be seduced by the dark side, and she knew this was true because there were moments when she had felt herself slipping too close to the darkness, but she had never been broken, she had never given in. Why had he?

She knew she didn't understand. She wanted answers that only he could give. Why he had turned, and what hand did he play in the death of her family? The time had come to seek the truth.

Luke did not pounce on her with questions once she awoke, he waited patiently until she satiated her ravenous hunger and thirst from the taxing days of spiritual journey she had just been on. At last when she sighed contentedly and pushed away her plate, she spoke.

"Well, you were right. I'm not a Jedi. I'm…Grey. I can't tell you all that I felt, all that I saw and experienced…I just…can't, but I do know. I know so much now. All that would have taken you years to teach me, I understand now. All the knowledge given to me by those who are long lost, I can't express it all in words, but I know the meaning. I know the path between the light and darkness. It is where I belong."

"For so long, we have waited for someone to bring balance to the force. Some had believed my father was supposed to be that chosen one. What is balance?" he asked.

Her eyes seemed to unfocus, as if she was pulling the knowledge from a deep inner well. "One can counteract the force of sadness or anger, by also experiencing great joy. One can know fear, and still act with courage. One can feel the deepest passion, and also know the most profound peace. And one can know the fieriest depths of hatred, and still act out of purest love. There is a safe path between all these; it is the path of the Grey."

"My happiness can negate my sadness," she continued. "I must be brave even when filled with fear. I must walk with my passions in one hand and my serenity in the other, but my hatred still scares me. I see now why the darkside relies on it so much for its power. It is power! And if I am to someday challenge Snoke, I know I will need to draw on that power, but without also knowing love, it could destroy me. I…I don't know that I can love anything that much. I love you, and all my friends, you are like the family I always longed for…but, I feel it inside…that it won't be enough! The things I love are what I must fight for. It's what will save me from the darkness, but I've been alone for so long…so very very long. What if I can't ever love anything that much?"

He watched as a single tear rolled down her cheek.

"I think it is time that we both went home," he said.

* * *

><p>R2D2 chirped and wiggled about on his struts excitedly at the prospect of returning to the resistance.<p>

"R2, patch through to the main command station and let my sister know, we're coming home," he said as Rey prepared the coordinates necessary to jump into hyperspeed. Ahch-to was so remote it would take many days, even at hyperspeed aboard the Falcon, to reach base again. Luke and Rey spent this time discussing and meditating on the many insights she had gained through the silver light. Luke was convinced, she was no longer his padawan. The moment the light had touched her, she had gained everything she would ever need to complete her journey. She was an entity unto herself, her own master, and as he listened to her insights on all the things she had gained, he felt as though he were a student again, and he didn't mind."

She could still feel _him_. Angry, and just as curious as ever, and she also detected a bitter resentment from him. Maybe it was because she no longer allowed herself to be hunted in their dreams, perhaps it was because she no longer allowed his volatile emotions to have an impact on her. She could feel that her newfound sense of peace greatly unnerved him, and she smiled in satisfaction to herself. She would never let him have power over her again.

At last the ship came out of hyperdrive as it neared D'Qar. It was still beautiful. Ahch-to had been beautiful too, but her heart ached at the sight of lush green trees, shimmering lakes, and rolling hills covered in living plants all reaching for the sun. It always fed a hunger deep in her soul.

Before the Falcon completely touched down the entire base had swarmed the tarmac to great the return of the legendary hero, Luke Skywalker. Those who were older and remembered him from the days of the rebellion came out to welcome the return of an old friend, the newer generations, who had never met him, and only heard the tales, believed they were about to meet a legend, a living god. Only a small handful truly knew Ray, though most respected her for helping take down Starkiller, and for being sent on a top-secret mission to find the great Luke Skywalker. In the wake of Master Luke, most paid her no mind as she walked down the ramp of the Falcon. It had been so intimidating; she was not used to large groups of people, or attention, so she had decided to hang back a little until the mob calmed down.

She watched as Luke and General Organa embraced each other tightly, with Chewie roaring welcomes and patting him on the back, and even C3PO waving around one golden arm and one red excitedly. She smiled, feeling more peaceful than the first time she set foot at D'Qar, when she had felt like a stranger, alone, and unsure, until the General had welcomed her into her warm embrace.

She had wanted to do something for the resistance. If she did nothing else, she brought him home, and she still believed in her heart that that was worth a hundred Starkillers. She would never stop thinking of him as being "Master Luke," even though she would no longer be his pupil.

"Rey! Rey!" she heard a familiar voice, and turned to see Finn, hobbling on a cane as quickly as he could towards her. She instantly started crying.

"Finn!" she cried as she dodged and pushed her way past the crowd. At last they reached each other and embraced, weeping for joy. "Look at you walking again! I'm so proud of you, and I'm so sorry I wasn't here. I should have been here for you."

"Oh, stop apologizing! I had enough of that nonsense in all your communications. A few more months and I won't even need this," he said as he waved his cane around. "What do you think? Do you think it makes me look distinguished," he smiled.

"Very!" she agreed.

"I'm so glad you're finally back, there's something I've been dying to tell you, but I didn't want to tell you in front of a camera. It just wouldn't be the same."

She suddenly felt her heart jump and begin to race. When she had first met Finn, he had told her how much she had meant to him at Maz's palace, as he tried to convince her to run away with him. He had convinced Han Solo and Chewie to help him rescue her, and he had laid his life on the line to save hers from Kylo Ren, and had suffered dearly for it. He had been her first true friend, the first person who had ever really cared for her since being left on Jakku. She could feel herself blushing.

Just then Poe Dameron appeared. "Rey, I'm so glad you're back! I'm dying to see you try out an X-Wing! You're going to have a blast being back now, I promise. So, did you tell her?" he said smiling at Finn.

"You came just in time," he said taking Poe's hand. "We're a couple now. We made everyone else promise not to tell you because we wanted to be the ones to tell you."

"Wow, that's fantastic news," she said with a smile on her face, but inside she felt the pain inside her heart. She should have known. They did always talk about each other with such fondness. She had abandoned Finn in his time of need, and stayed away for a whole year, and for all he'd of known she'd of stayed away for even longer. It had been wrong for her to believe that he wouldn't go on with his life, and she knew that he was aware that Jedi were discouraged from attachments. She still loved Finn, but had to quickly accept that he would never be the type of love that she needed. Reaching into her new found Grey ways, she balanced this moment of sadness and loss with a true and honest sense of happiness. She was happy that he was happy. She wanted him to be loved, even if she wasn't the one to love him. He had endured a life as empty and grueling as the one she had had, he had given so much and sacrificed so much, she knew he deserved every ounce of happiness that came his way. He was a good man, and Poe was a good man, and suddenly when she accepted the Grey way…her smile grew wider and became genuine. "I thought you guys were awfully sweet to each other! But really, I'm so glad you've had Poe beside you this past year. I know how much you needed him. Any bigger plans?"

Poe blushed a little. "Well, we've talked about it, but we kind of want to wait and see how this war pans out. It can be one more thing to celebrate after our victory, which by the way, I know is coming now that Luke Skywalker is back! So maybe we won't have to wait too long after all."

Of course _he_ hadn't been absent during any of this. She had definitely felt his temper go into full overload when she had seen and rushed to greet Finn. He must have felt her moment of heartache very keenly because she also felt him being very smug and joyful all of a sudden. She stopped for a moment and projected a sharp stabbing pain back into his mind. A new little trick she picked up in the silver light.

"That'll teach ya!" she thought as she sensed his reaction to the pain.

"Rey?" she heard the General call her name and turned to see her standing beside her brother. "Luke says you've got quite a story to tell me."

* * *

><p>Rey and Luke met privately with General Organa in her office to discuss the new developments with Rey's Grey force abilities.<p>

"Well, it sounds like you're ready to go. I take it that's why you've both come back," said the General as she sipped a cup of tea. She had clearly been impressed at all that she had heard. She knew Luke was getting older; after all they were the same age, and that he had seen enough of battles, which is one of the many reasons he had chosen to stay away. She knew the moment she looked at Rey that the force had been unusually strong with her; that the young desert scavenger was a diamond in the rough and that she could be just what the resistance needed, with only a little polishing and her brother's help.

"It seems the Resistance has not only gained one powerful Jedi, but a powerful Jedi and a powerful Grey Jedi…is that what it's called?"

"I guess that works," Rey replied with a smile as she sipped her own tea. She hadn't thought of any other better names for it, and the ancients had just called it the Force. To them, in their time, the concept of being all light or all dark were the anomalies to their existence. They had not realized that in the many ages to come, the force would be completely split asunder.

"Well, this is exciting news, and it couldn't have come at a better time. Recently we've come into some information about the First Order's supply operations. We're trying to hit them where it hurts because we believe they're trying to construct another Starkiller, and we can't allow that to happen. A few weeks ago I sent a squadron of X-Wings, led by Poe of course, that managed to successfully destroy a very sizable foundry on Mustafar where our intelligence tells us they were shipping out supplies; massive quantities of metal, of various kinds. We know there are other foundries, they know it's safer to spread out their operations as much as possible."

"Another Starkiller? You figure they'd learn their lesson after the first one, and then those two Death Stars!" scoffed Luke. "How unoriginal!"

"I don't know why they keep doing the same dumb plans over and over again!" replied the General.

"Where are they getting the raw materials to supply these foundries?" he asked.

"Well, our scouts have for sure been able to find two bases of operations, and Rey, you may not like this, one of them is Jakku."

"What?" she cried, setting down her cup of tea before she spilled it on herself.

"There are two ways to get that kind of raw material. They can mine for it, or they can salvage it. Right now salvaging is quicker, easier, and cheaper. They're collecting up all the remaining pieces of the Battle Cruisers and Death Star from the Empire that were left all over Endore and the moons of Endor, and as far as we can tell, they've taken almost every bit of all the remaining Empire ships left on Jakku."

"This is awful! Those ships were the only means of survival for people who were like me? How will they live now with nothing to scavenge from?"

"It gets worse, Rey. Most of the people still on Jakku, have been enslaved. When we took out Starkiller, we didn't just wipe out most of their armies, we took out a lot of their workers as well. The First Order has turned to slavery to make up for their losses. Much has happened in the year since you've been gone."

Her heart hammered as she seethed with burning hatred. "Snoke! Look who's the scavenger now!" The few people she had known on Jakku hadn't exactly been her friends. She had never been close to anyone there, but still, she understood those people. She knew how hard it was to live when there was so little to live on, and so little to live for. That sort of environment created a hard set of people, and she had been one of them. In her heart she would always be one of them, and now what little they had was being destroyed and taken from them by the First Order. She swore she would fight to the last breath to see the end of the First Order, and especially Snoke.

"What can I do, General? Anything, name it!"

The General smiled. "I know you're with us, Rey. We'll be making our next move against them on one of the moon's of Endor, it's a bigger operation, and we have some friends there that I'm not too happy to see get pushed around. I know you'd probably prefer us to strike on Jakku first, but a lot of their bigger flag ships are too close to Jakku at the moment for it to be safe for us, and Endor's moon would hurt them worse at the moment. Once we take that point out, we'll plan for Jakku."

"When do we leave?"

"Soon. Tonight we have a few scouts that will be leaving with the mission of entering that system. They'll be scouting out our best points of entry, as soon as we receive that information we make our plans for attack. But, before then, you'll probably need a few things."

* * *

><p>General Organa showed Rey what would be her private quarters on the base and even let her pick out some new clothes from the base supply closet. Her own clothes and boots had been battered and torn from a rough year of Jedi training and were looking very shabby. She picked out a white long sleeve tunic, which she covered with a black leather vest that cinched rather tightly about the waist, but felt comforting to her back, yet was still loose enough for her to breathe and flex. She found a black pair of leggings and some spare leather scraps that she could use to make a holster for her new saber staff, which she intended to wear at the thigh instead of at the hip on a belt, because her saber staff handle was longer than a conventional saber and it would flap around too much on a belt. The General found her a comfortable pair of white boots that came up to the knees and with solid tread on the soles.<p>

"Black and white saber, black and white clothes! You really are a bit of both worlds now, aren't you? But you know, I think I have just the thing for you!" said the General as she left Rey to lace up her new boots. When she came back she handed Rey what looked like a large bundle of fabric. "This had been a gift to me, back in my earlier senate days, but I was too short to wear it. It might be just right for you!"

Rey unfolded it to reveal a beautiful full length cloak and hood that was pure white on one side, and solid black on the other. It could be worn reversibly, but she chose to wear it with the white side out. "This is the nicest thing anyone has ever given me," she said as she gently stroked the fabric, her eyes glistening a little with unshed tears.

"Oh, if you like that present, wait until you see this one!"

General Organa showed Rey what would be her own private X-Wing. "Poe picked this one out for you. He didn't know when you'd be coming back, but he was positive you'd want to join his squadron. I tried to tell him you had the Falcon and Jedi obligations, but in the end I humored him because he's my best pilot, but don't tell anybody I said that. If his head gets any bigger he won't be able to get his helmet on."

The Falcon could certainly hold her own in a battle, and she loved flying her, but she felt like the ship more rightfully belonged to Master Luke. He had been Han Solo's brother in law after all. She was just some scavenger that he had offered a job. She had felt presumptuous just to use Anakin Skywalker's light saber for as long as she did. Now she had her own ship and her own light saber. "I love it! I don't know how to say thank you enough. I can't wait to see what makes her tick! I've already got my pilot code-name."

"What's that?"

"Grey Wolf."

* * *

><p>He could sense it, she was closer now. The bond seemed to have grown stronger, clearer, as if he could almost reach out and touch her. But where was she? He had felt a stirring in her that made him jealous and angry, and then a profound sense of sadness. He had allowed himself to be too relieved and jovial in that moment, when he felt the searing pain like a knife inside his skull. That was new! She had never done that before. It was certainly un-Jedily of her. He hated the pain, but he liked that she had done it. It was a good sign that perhaps Skywalker's teachings hadn't completely ruined her.<p>

He stormed purposefully through the corridors of the Finalizer until he found Captain Phasma on the Bridge. "Captain, what news on the spy activities from the resistance?"

Captain Phasma stood to attention. "Commander, our probes spotted two resistance ships that entered the system around Endor. Tie Fighters are currently in pursuit of the one that got away. The other was fatally injured. We have him aboard but the medics say he will not live much longer…Commander?"

He had turned and was making his way to the interrogation chamber. When he arrived he found the pilot in a state of shock. Blood was already seeping out of his ears and nose, and he could tell by the sound of the man's breathing, filling his lungs. He looked at Ren with defiant bloodshot eyes.

Kylo Ren reached out a hand towards him, and began probing his mind. "The resistance is planning a bold move if they're scouting around Endor. Why?"

The dying pilot said nothing and gritted his teeth as Ren began to pry open his mind. "So…you have hope. How quaint. Why?" he asked as he pressed further, and then he saw it. "Skywalker…he's back," he discovered. "Where is the girl? Where is the one who calls herself Rey? She was with him, where is she now?" he demanded and with ruthless determination he sliced into the mind of the pilot until his screams could be heard across the ship.

* * *

><p>"Report!" demanded Snoke, as his hologram shimmered in the dark chamber.<p>

"Supreme Leader, I have learned that Skywalker has returned to the resistance. I was unable to find the location of their base before the pilot died, please forgive me," he pleaded as he bowed lower. "But we know that if they are spying around Endor, that that will be their next target. I request permission to oversee the Endor base of operations in the inevitable event of attack."

"There is something else, isn't there Kylo Ren?" Snoke questioned as he stared down on his apprentice.

Ren swallowed, louder than perhaps he wanted, and confessed. "_She_ is with him. I can feel her though the force. I am certain she will join the resistance in this attack."

"They would not be so foolish to attack our operations on Endor now, knowing that they're spies were discovered. They'll focus themselves elsewhere. If they know about Endor, they may know about Jakku. I want you there instead."

"Master, I…"

"You will NOT argue with me again, Ren!"

The choice to enslave people in order rebuild the next Starkiller had not sat well with Kylo Ren, and he had dared to voice that opinion to the Supreme Leader the last time they had spoken. He had argued that clones would be better, more obedient, more physically fit, less prone to uprisings. In truth, Ren hated slavery. He knew all too well his grandfather had once been a slave, and deep down he knew it was an institution he felt uncomfortable with. But the ruddy general had got his way. Clones would take time, money, both things the First Order had to consider now due to the devastating loss of the Starkiller base.

"I sense your feelings, and perhaps your judgment, are clouded when it comes to this girl. I know you want her, and if you can capture her I will give her to you, but, _only_ if she can be swayed to the darkside! If I sense any betrayal from you, any deeper feelings, I shall take her from you immediately and complete her training on my own. I will not allow her to tempt you further into the light. Your loyalty is to me first, and if I ever sense otherwise, I will destroy you! Do I make myself clear?"

"Yes, master. I will not fail you."

Snoke dismissed him and Ren stormed back to his private quarters, doing his best to keep his resentment towards his master under careful guard. No matter, she would join him in the darkside. He knew he would not fail. Soon she would come to him, and he would be waiting.

* * *
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	7. Chapter 7 - Dogfight

A note from your humble author: Hold onto your butts!

* * *

><p>BB-8 was happy to see Rey and R2D2 again. He rolled around excitedly as Rey and R2 made slight adjustments to her X-Wing, which she also called Grey Wolf. As soon as the scouts returned the resistance would plan their next move and she wanted to be ready. She had flown earlier that day with Poe's squadron testing out the controls of her ship. It hadn't felt as initially intuitive as the Falcon, but by the end of their practice Poe was convinced he was going to have some friendly competition for title of "best pilot in the resistance."<p>

BB-8 belonged to Poe and would fly with him when the time came in Black One, but she was thrilled that when she needed a droid R2 had readily beeped and volunteered his services. Of course she had asked Luke if it was all right with him.

"Being in low-power mode for so long and then cooped up on the Flacon this past year, I know he been bored and itching to see action again. You couldn't ask for a better co-pilot!"

Chewie roared in disagreement.

"Well, I mean in a droid," Luke corrected.

She wore a mechanics jumper over her clothes to keep them clean while she worked under her ship, propped up by a mechanics gurney. Her face and hands already smeared with grease as she adjusted the torque on several bolts. R2 sat inside making adjustments to the computer's navigation system. Suddenly, she heard BB-8 roll up again beeping frantically. One of the scouting ships had returned…only one. She threw down her wrench and joined the gathering crowd at the tarmac. Something had gone wrong.

She watched as the pilot was helped out of his X-Wing. He looked pale, and shaken. The medics wasted no time whisking him away. Once he was seen to there would undoubtedly be a meeting in the war room. She turned and headed for her quarters to clean up.

* * *

><p>By the time Rey entered the war room most everyone had already gathered. All senior officers and pilots were expected to attend. Poe and Finn had saved her a seat. There was a hush as Admiral Ackbar made the announcement.<p>

"Captain Roeding has returned safely to us. We regret to report that First Officer Kibet was last seen being captured by the enemy. Knowing the First Orders previous protocol when dealing with our pilots, he is now presumed dead."

Everyone in the room grew uncomfortable. There was one unspoken truth that also went along with the way the First Order conventionally treated their pilots – torture. Most resistance pilots would rather die fighting than allow themselves to be taken alive. Every pilot taken alive would be tortured and interrogated until all their secrets were laid bare. Nobody knew this better than Poe and Rey; they also knew who was behind most of the interrogations. Every time a pilot gets taken alive, the base had to be move - fast. Even if the pilot didn't give up their information, they took no chances when it came to the security of their base.

"We now have reason to suspect that the secured location of our base has been compromised, and that our planned attack on the First Orders salvaging operations around Endor have been revealed. General Organa?"

General Leia Organa, small, but imposing, picked up where the Admiral left off. "Thank you, admiral. The base will immediately be relocating to Takodana, preparations are already underway for our departure. Maz Kanata has kindly offered us intelligence that the planet has since fallen out of the First Order's interest since our last confrontation with them there, and it should only be until we can set up a more permanent location elsewhere. A third of our squadrons will be going out to launch an attack, on a different target. This should help keep the First Order distracted while we move our base."

"What's the target?" asked Poe.

"It's clear we can't make a move on Endor just yet, but we've received intelligence that there is now only one battleship defending their base of operations on Jakku, the bad news is that it's the Finalizer."

Rey felt a shiver run down her spine. She knew the Finalizer was the First Order's flagship, and that _he_ would be there. The time had come at last. She would find him, and she would make him talk.

"They will probably expect us to divert our attention to Jakku, which is why we can't afford an all-out attack, not yet," continued the General.

"Red squadron will be deployed to serve as a distraction to keep the Finalizer occupied, while Black squadron and Blue squadron make their move on the planet," Admiral Ackbar demonstrated brining up a projection of the attack points. "There is a long canyon that leads up to their main reclamation facility where the First Order collects the Empire's scrap to be crushed and transported to one of their many foundries off planet. If we can fly the starflighters along the canyon we can throw off the First Order's radar and provide cover for our pilots. Black squadron will go in first and Blue squadron will cover them. Any questions?"

"What about civilian casualties?" cried Rey, as she jumped up. "They're using slave labor for their salvage operations. We can't blow that facility until we're sure everyone is out of there!"

General Organa knew this would be an unfortunate point of contention. They would be under great pressure once the starsfighers reached the planet, and only have a short window of opportunity before the Red squadron would no longer be able to hold back the Finalizer. Sometimes in war, sacrifices had to be made for the greater good. These were the tough calls that a general was expected to have to make.

"Rey is right!" A hush fell over the room, and even the General looked up in surprise as Luke Skywalker stepped forward. "We may not be able to get everyone out before we run out of time, but we need to try. We must try to save as many lives as possible. If Black squadron can clear the path, I can get in with the Falcon and free the slaves."

Legendary Jedi or not, he was her brother, and at about that moment she wanted to strangle him. "We can't blow the facility with you there, and you know it! Once they're in the thick of it, you'll be given a set time to get out of there, based on how long we can hold back the First Order at the time. If you're not out by then…"

"I can do this! I didn't come back to sit idly by. Any volunteers?" he asked.

Chewie roared in volunteer of his services, stating that he would need a copilot for the Falcon. Half a dozen other resistance soldiers raised their hands, secretly thrilled to join a mission with their hero.

"Count me in!" shouted Finn, jumping to his feet.

"What? No, you're not well yet!" argued Poe.

"I'm well enough. I've sat back this whole year and I can hold a blaster in one hand and a cane in the other; just try and stop me!"

Rey could tell by the look on Poe's face that this discussion wasn't over yet, but she had a feeling Finn would get his way.

* * *

><p>"Rey?" called Luke, as she was loading R2 into the Grey Wolf.<p>

"Master Luke," she called back to him as she stuffed her cloak behind the pilot's chair. "Thank you for volunteering to get the civilians out. I know the General worries, but if anyone can do it, you can."

"_He_ will be there. One doesn't need the force to foresee that. Are you ready?"

"I need answers. I don't want to fight him, but I have to. I have to know. I'm ready," she said.

"Here, take this communicator in case you need me," he said placing a small round communicator into her hand. "Remember, the force will be with you."

* * *

><p>"Grandfather…I feel the pull of her light. Show me the power of the darkside. Help me achieve victory today," he pleaded next to the charred remains of Darth Vader's helmet.<p>

He heard the warning sirens go off in the Finalizer. The attack had begun.

He stalked down to the flight deck, the glorious thrill of impending battle already sending a rush of power through him.

"Captain Phasma, is my tie fighter ready?"

Phasma stood to attention. "Yes, commander."

Suddenly the Finalizer gave a shake as the resistance fighters began to target their cannons.

One does not grow up the son of Han Solo and not know how to fly, even his grandfather has been a prodigy pilot, Kylo Ren was no exception. Normally he stayed out of the dogfights, but today he was on a special mission.

* * *

><p>Red squadron was pelting energy bursts around the Finalizer's cannons and keeping the tie fighters that guarded the battlecruiser busy.<p>

"Blue squadron, we have incoming at four o'clock, we need cover!" called Black Leader as he dove the formation into the cannon on Jakku. Grey Wolf remained tight in formation behind Black Leader.

"This is Blue Three, artillery spotted. Evasive maneuvers!" she called.

Black Leader, Grey Wolf, and the rest of black squadron sped through the canyon trying to blast out the artillery that had been mounted into the canyon walls in the event of such an attack.

More tie fighters began infiltrating their ranks and sending fire.

"Blue Leader, we need more cover, they're swarming us!"

"I got you covered," called Blue Six as he fired an energy blast that took out the main tie fighter perusing Black Leader.

"Nice shot!" called Black Leader, but in the next moment he heard Blue Six let out a horrible scream over his com-link as he was set upon by two tie fighters and blown from the sky.

The two tie fighters were now bearing down on Black Leader and Grey Wolf. "Keep going, I've got this!" called Grey Wolf, as she pulled up out of the cannon in a great loop, while twisting the ship to avoid the fire of the tie fighters waiting above the canyon. She successfully managed to pull back into the canyon behind the two tie fighters, sending a precise blaster shot into one, which destroyed it on impact. The other ship had a much better pilot, and she was having trouble locking onto it. "Shit," she cursed, as two more tie fighters sprang up behind her.

"Grey Wolf, I have your cover," called Blue Three as she fired into one of the tie fighters that spun viciously in the air and smashed into the canyon wall.

"Thanks Blue Three, see if you can keep the other one off me while I take out this one," called Grey Wolf.

Rey switched off her tracking device, she immediately heard the controller at headquarters over the com-link asking her if she was having a system malfunction. "I'm all right," she replied. She heard R2 beeping something about this all seeming a little familiar, and smiled. She cleared her mind and focused on the target ahead of her, which was gaining on Black Leader, she could feel the force flowing through her, and fired. The tie fighter exploded into a ball of fire which she passed through unharmed.

"Yeah! Nice shot!" she heard from Blue Three, while also hearing jovial shouts from the rest of the squadron. Her X-Wing performed another elegant spin and took out three cannons, clearing the way for the rest of Blue squadron.

Further in the rear of the formation Luke watched, with no small amount of pride, as Rey cleared the path. "Let's stay in low, Chewie," he advised. "You doing okay back there?" he called to Finn.

Finn was in the gunner's seat, a tie fighter locked on as he fired and decimated the enemy ship. "Oh, I am doing great back here! WOO!"

Then she heard the roar of another tie fighter, just overhead, and she felt through the force, it was _him_. "I knew you'd show up," she thought to herself. "Grey Wolf to Black Leader. Grey Wolf to Black Leader. Go on without me. The one at twelve o'clock is mine!" she called as she feinted a stall, forcing the tie fighter above her to pull ahead. "You're not going anywhere," she said.

He knew exactly what she was up to, and pulled up sharply out of the canyon, challenging her to pursue him into the mêlée above; she followed, gracefully avoiding energy beams and other ships as she stayed in hot pursuit. She fired an energy blast, but he managed to dodge her in the last moment. She was good, and he would have to rely purely on the force to stay just one step ahead of her.

She wasn't aiming with the intent to destroy his ship; she wanted him alive, for now.

Kylo Ren pulled off a spectacular barrel roll, and suddenly she was forced to evade his fire. "Damnit!" she cursed, hating to lose the upper hand and also being keenly aware that the shots he was firing were meant to disable her. Apparently he wanted her alive too.

Once again, she calmed her mind and focused on what she could feel through the force. They were close to the reclamation facility. She could see Black squadron moving up out of the canyon to circle around the facility and providing cover for the Falcon that was moving in to land. They wouldn't have much time, and they needed her.

"Skywalker, we can give you twenty minutes of cover," called the admiral over the communicator as Luke opened the ramp to the Falcon. Finn had shot out many of the stormtroopers just before they landed, giving them a short window to unload the resistance fighters from the Falcon and to secure the landing area.

"I'm timing it," replied Luke. Chewie followed close behind Luke, his bowcaster ready. They had already breached the facility.

"Rey, twenty minutes – hurry!" he called to her over their shared communicator.

Kylo Ren could sense the presence of Skywalker below, but he had another target to pursue.

Rey heard her master's warning and pulled the Grey Wolf into a spiral and then another loop. With the flow of the force she was able to focus and send a perfect shot into just the right spot on the tie fighter to seize up the controls and send it into a hard landing with a long skid. It had crash landed on the far side of the canyon entrance to the reclamation facility.

Kylo Ren cursed as he leapt from his smoldering ship. Part of him was furious; the other part of him had a raging hard-on. He hadn't been this excited in a long time.

Rey had managed to land the Grey Wolf on the roof of the facility. She grabbed her cloak and looked out to Kylo Ren's wreckage, he was gone.

Inside the facility Luke and his small band of resistance fighters were making short work of the stormstroopers that oversaw the operations of the facility. Many of the enslaved workers were chained to the machines that were used to process the metal scrap. He slashed through another set of manacles with his saber as the workers thanked him profusely. "Run, get out now! There are only a few minutes before the facility blows," he ordered giving them an encouraging shove towards the exits. He could hear Chewie's bowcaster go off and a small band of stormtroopers yelled as they were blown over a railing. Chewie roared for Luke to hurry, they were almost done.

"Skywalker!" he heard the thrum of an igniting light saber.

"Ben Solo," he replied, turning to look at what had become of his nephew.

"Where is she?" he asked through the harsh mechanical voice filter.

"Here!" cried Rey, as she leapt down from an elevated conveyor belt, her saber staff ablaze as she came down hard against Kylo Ren's saber.

Luke watched as the two collided in a barrage of furious blows.

"Get them out!" she cried, as she parried another slash and came down hard against Ren's best defenses.

"Eight minutes!" called Luke, as he was forced to turn and help Chewie get the last of the people outside.

They circled each other, twirling their sabers, waiting for the other to make the next move.

"So what is this? Are you a Jedi now, so soon?" he taunted as he secretly admired her unusual white light saber, then gave her a slow once over. She had changed a little, but it was still her, and she was beautiful. Her fierce eyes staring him down even though his mask. He could see both light and dark burning within her, a strength and confidence beyond what Jedi knew, yet more peaceful than what he had ever known. He would finally have her.

"You might be happy to know that I wasn't cut out to be a Jedi," she said as she made a fierce slash that he narrowly blocked. "Nor will I ever be a part of the darkside. I. Am. Grey!" she shouted, punctuating each word with a barrage of blows that forced Kylo Ren back.

"So you've accepted the darkness. All you need is a little more," he replied, as they dueled each other back and forth, sabers crashing in sparks of white and red, as they pitted against each other with the grace of dancers.

"I will admit, you're so much better than the last time we fought. Your power was so raw, so exhilarating. Tell me, do you think you can kill me?"

He charged again with another volley of strikes that sent her back. She dodged him amongst the machines of the facility.

"I don't want you dead," she called from behind a compactor. "You're going to tell me why you betrayed your family. You're going to tell me why you swallowed Snoke's lies."

She leapt out and nearly caught him off guard but he put up a block just in time; their sabers crackling against each other. "You're going to tell me if you were the one who killed my parents!"

He shoved hard and forced her back with another barrage of blows. He was furious, and she could feel the anger and hatred broiling off him in waves. "Why? Because Skywalker was a failure! Cling to his ideals all you want, but in time he will fail you too! Because darkness is power, and I feel that you have experienced it. You know how glorious it can be!"

The building shook as it began to take energy blasts from the dogfights outside.

He reached up a hand and released the mechanism that sealed his helmet; then pulled it from his head. "Come with me, Rey. You belong with me, not with Skywalker. I can give you power that he never could, power to lay the entire galaxy at your feat. Come with me."

There was an honest need behind his dark eyes, and something inside almost stirred her to reach for him just then, but she snapped out of it and hardened her heart. "My parents died because of the Knights of Ren, were you the one? Did you take them from me?" she demanded.

"Maybe," he replied.

"Maybe?" she shouted back at him.

"When you've destroyed as many errant force users as I have, it's hard to keep track," he confessed.

She could sense him through the bond, for all that he knew, he was telling the truth, but it only made her hate him all the more.

"Good, hate me, become strong, feel it…"

She cut him off with another barrage of blows of her saber staff and a sharp elbow right into his face. He staggered back, sporting a freshly busted lip.

She wanted to crush him; wanted to cut him down, but he was right. She could feel the darkside calling to her. So much hate, and she had nothing to fight it with. She had no love strong enough to save her from its darkness.

She looked at him with his dangerous eyes and his bloody lip, and suddenly she felt a wash of sadness and pity take over her. "You let yourself become this. You let this happen. It didn't have to. You chose. There was once light in you. I felt it, and it's still there. You can't hide it, not from me. I'm in your head just as much as you're in mine. I've felt it. Your pain. Your loneliness. You know it mirrors my own. I know someone like you could never belong to the light, but there is a place between. I have seen it. You once told Han you wanted to be free of this pain. I felt the light in you when you said that. You mean it! Please, let me help you. There is another way."

She watched as he looked at her with hungry eyes. "Rey…I can't. This is who I am now. There is no more Ben Solo. He can never come back."

"Rey, thirty seconds, get out now!" she heard Luke's voice shout from the com-link on her belt.

"Maybe someday you will meet me in the Grey," she said, and with slash of her saber she cut into the side of his leg. He yelled furiously as he fell to one knee. When he tried to stand again she was already climbing the fire escape back up to the roof.

"Rey!" he shouted as the roar of the X-Wings grew louder overhead.

"R2, fire up the engines now!" she ordered through the com-link that was patched into her ship as she ran to the Grey Wolf.

She was able to pull away just as four X-Wings dove in and blew the entire facility to pieces. But she knew…_he_ was still alive.

* * *

><p><span>A note from your humble author<span>: This chapter was a lot of fun to write. Are you guys enjoying the story? Don't worry, after this chapter we're delving right into the hot and heavy relationship stuff, which I know most of you signed on for, and believe me - It is the meat and potatoes of this story. Big thanks to those who have been following and enjoying the story so far! Extra special thanks to CountessR who has given me the most feedback so far! ^_^


	8. Chapter 8 - Fear and Courage

Screams filled the chamber as Kylo Ren writhed in agony on the floor. "Master…please."

"I grow so weary of your weakness, Kylo Ren," he said in a dry tone as he reined more force lightning onto his shrieking subordinate.

Ren had tried to tell Snoke how she had been fully trained, but he had refused to believe him. He had only just barely managed to limp his way out of the reclamation facility before the resistance had blown it up. Captain Phasma had narrowly managed to get a transport shuttle past all the resistance pilots, and they had lost over half their tie fighter escorts getting back out again.

"There is no such thing as balance! She has deceived you. She was only strong because she has tasted the power of the darkside – and you failed to bring her to me!" he shouted down to Ren, this time assailing his mind with a pain even worse than what he had inflicted on his body.

Finally when he couldn't scream anymore, Snoke withdrew his power. He rolled over and vomited blood onto the chamber floor. He had burst a blood vessel in one eye and his nose was bleeding.

"If she cannot be brought in alive, then she must be eliminated. Perhaps the other Knights of Ren would prove more useful to me?"

"Master..." he pleaded, struggling to at least get back onto his knees. "She is so close to the darkness. I felt her hatred. Skywalker must have filled her head with lies about balance to keep from losing her, as he lost me. I beg you; just one more chance."

"One more chance. Only one. If she cannot be turned to the darkness she must be destroyed. If you fail me…I will make you pray for death before I am through with you."

"Yes, master," he said as he put his helmet back on and limped out of Snokes chamber.

The medics were never happy to see him, and today was no exception, but at least this time he seemed to tolerate them better as they placed a bacta pack on his injured leg. A medical droid stitched his lip. He waved it away before it could finish cleaning the rest of his wounds. "Leave," he commanded.

When he was finally alone he allowed himself to think about her, about what she had said.

_ I. Am. Grey._

"What did she mean? There is no other way. There couldn't be. It's not possible!" he pondered, as he remembered the furious hatred he had felt from her. He had never seen anything so strong and beautiful in his life.

_Maybe someday you will meet me in the Grey_

He cursed himself. Cursed himself for being weak, for wanting so desperately to believe her lies. It was a deception, more temptation from the light that still burned inside her, and he couldn't deny that he was drawn to it like a moth to a flame. He began to feel resentment and anger. She would tear him apart if he did not get her under his control. He had fought too hard, for too long, to earn his rightful place in the darkness, to let anyone jeopardize that. Her temptations were already costing him the favor of his master. The one who had saved him. The one who had guided him, shown him the way. He was being ungrateful for all that he had been given, and it was all her fault. If there was one thing Kylo Ren hated, it was losing control.

He closed his eyes, and allowed himself to sleep.

* * *

><p>After the Battle of Jakku Canyon, as it came to be known, the resistance forces made for Takodana, where their new temporary base was being set up.<p>

The entire base came rushing out to congratulate the pilots on their victory. Rey was instantly overwhelmed as a rush of people came to pat her on the back and raise her onto their shoulders, as they did most of the pilots. Eventually they set her down, shaken and embarrassed at all the attention. She was so relieved when the general approached her and gave her one of her warm calming hugs.

"I hear you made us proud out there today, you all did."

She felt awkward as she knew she was blushing. "I had the best help," she finally said. "I saw _him_. He's still alive."

"I know," replied the general, suddenly looking very sad. "I won't lie that I want him back, but I can't let him do to you as he did to Han. If it ever comes down to it, if you have to destroy him in order to save yourself. Do it."

Rey nodded. She understood what that statement had cost the general, but she couldn't help feeling guilty about it. As much as she hated Kylo Ren, she knew destroying him would hurt General Organa, and there was nothing in the world Rey wanted less than to hurt the woman who had given her so much.

Suddenly she felt a tug at her sleeve and looked down to see a familiar orange woman. "Maz!"

"Well, well, let me look at you. Let me look!" said the tiny alien woman as she adjusted her goggles into an extreme zoom. When she looked into Reys eyes she must have seen something there that shocked her. "It is true," she said, almost under her breath. "So you're the one we've been waiting for. I though you felt special. You felt it too, didn't you?" she said turning her question to the general.

"The moment I saw her," she replied.

Rey felt a little weird being discussed over. Thankfully Master Luke appeared just then. It had taken him longer to get away from all the admirers. "Maz Kanta! It's been so long!"

"Luke Skywalker, you are a sight for these old eyes. I'm so glad you are back. I see she got your father's saber to you."

"I'm really grateful to you for that. By the way, there was a hand too, did you find the hand?"

"Still looking," she replied with a chuckle.

Rey's moment of peace suddenly shattered as she was gripped with a horrible sense of terror and panic. It was _him._ She cast one look to Luke, and in that instant he knew exactly what was happening.

"Leia, privacy, now! It's an emergency!" he said as he gripped onto Rey's arm.

"What?" the general asked, wondering what had suddenly come over them.

"This way!" offered Maz, who led them into an ancient stone fortress that she had had cleaned out so that the resistance could use it for their temporary base.

Maz moved quickly down the stone hallways, passing many resistance workers moving equipment. "Here, in here," she guided them into a room that had a heavy wooden door and shut it behind them.

They made it just in time as Rey dropped to her knees and let out a blood curdling scream.

"Rey? What's happening?" cried the general.

"We can't help her," replied Luke. "She feels what _he_ feels."

A look of shock spread over the general's face. "Ben?"

Luke nodded. "They share a bond. It cannot be severed. They feel each other's emotions, even pain. Snoke is torturing Kylo Ren for his failure today."

General Organa gasped, her eyes suddenly filling with tears. The horrible knowledge that her son was somewhere being tortured, that Rey was being tortured; no mother ever wants to feel so helpless, so powerless.

Maz just shook her head in sorrow. She knew bonds that strong could only be broken by death.

Rey finally stopped screaming and writhing on the floor for a moment, she was gasping for air, blood began to trickle out of her nose.

"Rey? Let me in! What's happening? What's happening?" they heard as Finn began to pound on the door. He had looked for Rey as soon as he could get away from Poe and the rest of the victory celebration, only to see her be dragged off in a hurry by Luke, the General, and Maz Kanata. He knew something was wrong. He had hobbled after them as quickly as he could on his cane, but had been shut out. He was about to turn and let it go when he had heard a piercing scream, and he knew that it was Rey. That she was being hurt; horribly hurt!

"Finn!" she cried through gasps of air. "I'm okay. It's all right, I'm okay," she called, but in a lower voice added: "Don't let him see me like this! Please, don't let him see me like this. He wouldn't understand," she begged as tears rolled down her face.

"Finn, please don't…" she had tried to plead with him when a flash of pain entered her mind worse than anything she had ever felt before, and she let out another horrible scream. Over the past year she had become used to the occasional moments when Snoke had exerted his dominance over Kylo Ren, thankfully they had been few and far between, but none had ever been as bad as this.

The general clasped her hands over her ears, tears streaming from her eyes. Somewhere her son was being torn apart.

"Rey? Let me in! Let me in now!" shouted Finn, as he started to try and break down the door.

And then…it stopped.

She lay on the floor, shaking and fighting so hard not to wretch all over the floor. Finn had ceased pounding into the door when her screams had abruptly stopped. "Stay with her," Luke asked as he opened the door, and blocked the way so Finn couldn't get in.

"What's happening to her? What is this?" he asked, his face wet with tears as he tried to see past Luke into the room, but Luke would not budge.

"Come, it's over now," he said as he grabbed Finns arm and led him away from the door, shutting it behind him.

Rey could hear Finn and Master Luke talking about her down the hallway. She had never told him, she had never told anyone but Master Luke about the bond. She was deeply afraid that her connection to _him_ would be seen by others as a weakness within herself; as though she had been tainted. The whole base had probably heard her screams.

"Rey…how long?" the general asked, as she and Maz helped pull her up and set her in a chair.

She inhaled a deep shaking breath, her eyes glistening with tears. "Since Starkiller."

Luke finally returned. He looked relieved when he saw that it was over. He kneeled beside her and placed a gentle robotic hand on her knee. "I got him to calm down, but he wants the truth. He's your friend; he deserves the truth. He'll understand."

"Will he?" she asked, looking into her old master's gentle blue eyes as she shed more tears.

"No one would wish this upon themselves," he said.

* * *

><p>It was late, the sun was setting over Takodana. She could hear music in the distance as the rest of the resistance base was throwing a celebration over their recent victory, but there was no more joy in her heart. She had decided to avoid the revelry and retire to her quarters early that night. She needed to be alone. She needed to mediate on the day's events.<p>

She would speak to Finn first thing in the morning.

There was great turmoil within her. She had felt it. She saw him when she had spoken to him of the Grey. She had felt his longing, his desire, and his deep loneliness. In that one moment she had watched him step just a little into the light, and clearly Snoke had punished him for it.

She could not feel every physical pain he endured, or she'd of felt her saber bite into her own leg that day, but she could feel the pain that hurt him beyond his body, the pain that went right into the soul. Which is why she could always feel it when Snoke tortured him, it was a type of pain that went far beyond just the physical. She wondered why he didn't put up barriers around his mind during these moments of agony. She knew he could, every once in a while she could feel him intentionally trying to keep her out, perhaps during the more intimate moments of his day. Did he want her to feel his pain? She had a hard time believing that, he had too much pride. What was worse was knowing that whatever pain she felt, he was feeling at an even higher level.

She had always hated herself for the moments she had allowed herself to feel pity for Kylo Ren; when his loneliness had ached across the bond, in the other times when Snoke had tormented him. She had even felt a twinge of guilt when she saw the scar that she had left across his face. He did not deserve her pity. He deserved no sympathy. He was a monster. A murderer! But now…she could not help it. The pain and suffering he endured lasted long after the tortures of Snoke had ended, and in a way, they were worse than the physical pain.

She laid down on her bed and feel into a deep sleep.

_ She could feel him in the snowy forest, but he was not giving chase the way he normally did. He was slower, more cautious, more alert. She waited for him in the place where they had clashed so many times._

_ When the black beast finally stepped from the brush and into the starlight, she could see that this time, he was injured. He limped on one bad paw. She could smell the fresh blood in his shaggy fur – his blood. She watched as bright red droplets fell into the pure white snow from his bloody snout. His glowing eyes fierce and angry._

_ She took a tentative step towards him, but he raised his hackles and let out a threatening growl, baring his gleaming fangs._

_ She stopped where she stood. She let him continue to growl and snarl at her. She could sense his pain. Then she took one more step, but he did not back away, nor did he charge, though his snarl grew louder. _

_ She sat on her haunches in the snow and stared back at him with her pleading amber eyes aglow. A few more moments passed; eventually he tired of growling, and took one limping step towards her. She felt a moment of fear. An injured beast is a dangerous beast, but she waited still and silent. _

_ He regarded the air around him. Sniffing into the sky, she could sense his distrust of her behavior, but still she remained. He took another hesitant step towards her. She could feel that one wrong move, and he would either attack or bolt. She waited as he continued to approach. She could feel the heat of his breath upon her own snout. She could hear him sniffing in her scent. She sniffed him in return, and felt him relax a little._

_ Then slowly, gently, she leaned forward and licked the wounds around his face. She felt him freeze up, confused, alarmed…but as she continued to lick away the blood she could feel him relax. He leaned closer into her, taking comfort in her contact. _

_ He suddenly skittered back away from her, as if he had been startled by something. She stood, but did not approach; then she turned and bounded up the rocks. When she looked back he had moved further back towards the brush, but she could see a small patch of white fur upon his chest._

* * *

><p><span>A note from your humble author<span>: I wanted to make this a longer chapter, but my hubby was home sick from work all day yesterday, and it's funny how a little flu can turn a grown man into a big needy baby. I'm lucky I got as much writing done as I did. Next chapter I hope to get these two face to face again.
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	9. Chapter 9 - The Call

She sat alone in the corner of the space that had been designated as the new mess hall, trying to avoid most people as she ate her breakfast. Apparently there had been a lot of gossip about her screaming fit the other day, and when she hadn't shown up for the evening celebration; people assumed that she had not been well. Occasionally people would approach her and ask her if she was feeling better, clearly curious, but not openly brave enough to ask her what had happened. She would smile politely and tell them she was fine, that she appreciated their concern but that there was nothing for them to worry about, and then they would move on.

She was just finishing her coffee when Finn timidly approached her.

"Rey?"

"Hey Finn," she said, giving him her best welcoming smile. "I'm glad you're here. I've been wanting to talk to you. Can we go for a walk?"

"Sure, Rey."

She could feel _him_ getting jealous again over the bond, but rather than retaliate she decided to put up a barrier.

Rey and Finn walked in silence out into a quiet and secluded patch of the forest where they found a ring of mossy boulders. "What happened yesterday, Rey?" he finally asked, not being able to handle the uncomfortable silence any longer.

She sighed and perched herself on one of the lower boulders. "Well, it has to do with the force. I don't know how much you know about it…"

"Not much," he quickly confessed.

She smiled. "Well, I thought about telling you, but I didn't want to worry you because there's really nothing that can be done about it you see."

She could both see and sense his confusion, so she was forced to break down and elaborate. "There's a very rare thing that can happen between two people who both have the force; it's called a force bond. It's when you can feel that other person's emotions, and sometimes their pain, almost all the time. It's like they live inside your head. Sometimes it can happen when two people are related, or between a padawan and their master, or if two people are in a very long and close relationship, but…mine's different."

She stopped suddenly and Finn watched as she seemed to internally struggle with something.

"Who…wait…that other person would have to have the force too right?"

She seemed to see the gears turning inside his head. He had seen her be rushed into a room with Luke Skywalker, Maz Kanata, and General Organa, and none of them had been screaming; it had only been her. Then she saw the horror of recognition creep across his face, and it was like a stab to her heart.

"Rey, is it _him_? Kylo Ren?"

Her eyes grew red with unshed tears; she inhaled sharply and tried to find her center of peace. "Yes. After he captured me…we sort of…ended up getting into each other's heads," she said trying to avoid more alarming words like 'interrogate.' "I've felt him ever since. And he can feel me too."

Finn suddenly grabbed Rey and nearly crushed her in his embrace. "Rey, why didn't you tell me? This is awful! I know I'm pretty useless about this force stuff, but you can tell me anything. Anything at all! You're my friend, Rey!"

She wrapped her arms around him and rested her chin on his shoulder. "Thank you."

He finally let go of her and took a step back, but kept one hand on her shoulder. She could remember when she didn't even like him holding her hand, but now she was so grateful that he was here. "He's been hurting you? That's what happened yesterday, wasn't it? Luke can't help you?"

"Well…it's not quite like that. He wasn't trying to hurt me; Snoke was hurting him, and I couldn't help but feel it. It was the worst pain I've felt from him yet. Master Luke can't help me. The only way to sever a bond is if one of us dies, and, well, you can imagine how easy that's going to be."

"It's a shame he didn't die yesterday in the battle. I heard you two were fighting. Some of the resistance soldiers who went into the facility with Luke said they saw you two having it out just before they all had to get out. We all missed you last night at the party. I almost went looking for you, but Luke Skywalker can be pretty intimidating, and he told me to give you some space."

"I'm sorry I worried you so much yesterday. I wasn't really in a good position to explain just then. I hope I didn't spoil the celebration for you."

"Well, you did! How can you think I'd have fun knowing my best friend wasn't well? Poe tried his best to get me to take my mind off things. I gotta admit, he's usually pretty good at lightening the mood. He kept entertaining everyone talking about how yesterday's battle went down. You should have seen how proud he was of you! Thanks to him, now everybody on this base knows what a bad-ass starfighter pilot you are. You're going to steal his spotlight if you keep that up."

She was finally feeling more relaxed and comfortable. Finn just seemed to know what to say to help her forget her troubles, if only for a little while. "Heard you weren't too shabby as a gunner."

He beamed at the compliment. "Well, that was the compromise I had to make with Poe. He said he'd beat me with my own cane if I stepped one foot off that ship. You don't need to walk or run to be a gunner, and there's probably no safer ship to be on than with Luke Skywalker…well…and you and Poe of course."

They stayed in that warm patch of the forest, where the sun filtered through the trees and sparkled over the surface of the mossy boulders, and just talked and laughed about all the antics that Rey had missed from the previous night's celebration. By the time they were done, both their sides hurt from laughter, and she had been made to feel genuinely sorry that she hadn't been able to attend that night.

Eventually Finn had to head back to the base, where Poe would be wondering where he had disappeared to all morning. She urged him to go on without her, explaining that she wanted to walk around the forest a bit more.

When she was finally alone she walked until she found a beautiful stream. She decided to sit down next to it and explore through the force. When she closed her eyes she entered a deep state of mediation, and suddenly the whole forest came alive. She could feel the lives of the birds in the trees, the small furry creatures the scurried across the forest floor, the insects, even down to the tiniest microbes. She could feel everything. Here was peace, and she breathed deeply of the sweet forest air. At last she opened her eyes, and was surprised to see she wasn't alone.

"It's you!" she stated the obvious.

The glowing blue force ghost of Anakin Skywalker gave a relaxed chuckle.

"I mean, I didn't feel you," she corrected.

"Well, I am dead," he said with a smile. "And I didn't want to disturb you."

Before she had wanted to ask Anakin Skywalker so many questions, but after last night's dream, she couldn't help but feel that something had changed.

"I wanted to talk to you about my grandson, if you don't mind."

"Can you tell me…what happened? I saw in his mind…he sees you as Darth Vader. Why doesn't he see you the way Master Luke does?"

"I'm afraid my grandson needs to step further into the light before I can appear to him as I can to you. I can't reach him, but you can, which is why I'm here."

"But I saw in his mind…"

"That he had heard the voice of Darth Vader, asking him to carry on my legacy? No…that was not me. My grandson was deceived."

"How?"

"Treacherous is the darkside. I know. You see you and Ben share a bond. It's an unusual bond, but it's a legitimate bond. When he was still a boy, a very young boy, he met a man that was on the same senate as his mother. That senator was a puppet for Snoke. The darkside can be very good at hiding itself sometimes, and she did not sense the danger, until it was too late. She took him with her on her diplomatic meetings quite often. Ben spent a lot of his very early life meeting galactic royalty and politicians. I don't know when or where, but somehow he must have physically encountered Snoke. It's the only way he could have placed a bond on Ben, but it was not natural like the one you and he share. It was one-sided. Snoke could get right into Ben's mind, but Ben couldn't get into Snokes."

"How do you know this?"

"Well, I was one hell of a Sith, ya know. I'm aware of some of the tricks…the deceptions. When Ben was a very young boy I would occasionally watch over him, but I kept my distance. You see, I didn't have the opportunity to make amends with Leia the way I had with Luke. On one hand she's grateful to me for having saved Luke's life, on the other she can never forgive me for having tortured her and destroying Alderan. She had only ever known me as Darth Vader. But I wanted to know my grandson. He is the continuation of my line. Imagine my sorrow to see what has become of him. I don't know exactly what Snoke said or did to turn my grandson from the light, but I know he believes that Darth Vader has come to him in the past, and I know that that is not true. I feel that he still calls out for Vader, but the illusion is over now. Snoke's deception could not last. The unnatural bond he placed on Ben when he was a boy wore off at some point."

She sat thoughtful for a moment before she spoke. "I never knew my family. I still don't know if he had a hand in their death or not. I may never know because even he's not certain. All I can do is imagine. Imagine what it must be like to have someone you love that much…to forgive. He's done such awful things. Such terrible monstrous things. I know even then, you love him. General Organa loves him. Luke still loves him. Hell, I think even Chewie still loves him! I don't know that I can ever know love so unconditionally, but I know there is still good in him. I've felt it. It's just so hard to forgive."

"Please, Rey. You may be the only one who can pull him back into the light. What he shares with you is his only tether to salvation. His crimes were acts of darkness. It can consume until you are left a mere wraith of your true self. It can make people do things that they would never do otherwise. He still has a chance to see the error in his ways. I know he can return, because I returned. Help me, Rey, please. Save my grandson."

If force ghosts could shed tears, he probably would have, and Rey knew that what he said was true. She could feel darkness even within herself, the other half of her force signature that raged like an inferno. No one could ever keep their soul intact if they only ever lived in the darkness. She saw all of _his_ horrible deeds flash before her eyes, but then she also saw the way he looked when he pleaded with her to join him. There was so much loneliness there. It never stopped. It never went away.

_ I'm being torn apart. I want to be free of this pain. I know what I have to do, but I don't know if I have the strength to do it._

She sighed and gazed up at Anakin Skywalker with resignation. "I still need more answers before I can forgive him, _if_ I can forgive him at all, but whether I forgive him or not is inconsequential. There is still light in him. I've felt it. If he can be brought back, if I can save him…then I will try."

* * *

><p>"Rey, you're back. What have you been up to all day?" asked Luke, who seemed to be waiting for her just outside the fortress.<p>

"Well, first I talked to an ex-stormtrooper and then I talked to an ex-sith."

He raised a curious eyebrow. "Oh?"

She sighed and placed her hands on her hips, and seemed to stare down past his feet. "I need to talk to _him_." When she looked up he could see that she was resolute. "I can't let my feelings get in the way of what needs to be done anymore…what needs to be said. I'm not saying I'm going to forgive him, not yet, maybe not ever, but there is good in him…as much as I hate to admit it. There are still things I need to know. I still need answers."

"Well you two hardly had an opportune time to talk."

She just nodded. "He asked me to save his grandson. I don't know if I can, but I'm going to try. I'll ask him to meet with me somewhere. Somewhere neutral – alone."

She could tell Luke was worried, but she could also sense relief from him. He had wanted to ask her to save his nephew since the moment he met her, but he could not. Not after what he had done to Han, not after the way he had treated her, and certainly not before she was strong enough with the force. He wanted to let it be her choice. He was secretly very grateful to his father for finally intervening. There was a deep, almost paternal instinct in him that could not help but worry for Rey. Kylo Ren was volatile, and had killed the last person who had tried to reach out to him. But, he also knew that she was strong with the force, that the silver light had completed her training as he never could. He had seen her fight against him and she could clearly hold her own. If anybody could save him, it would be her.

"I might suggest going to Dantooin. It's pretty much in the middle of nowhere. It's in the outer rim. It will take you time to get there. You realize once he knows you can speak to him through the force, you may be opening yourself to further harassment on his part."

She stifled a groan. "Why do you think I never tried asking him these questions over the bond? I'm going to reach out to him just enough so that he knows where to find me, and I'm absolutely not acknowledging any response he might give. If he shows up, he shows up…if not…well…I'll have tried."

"Rey…please be careful."

She softened a little. It felt nice to know that Master Luke cared about her enough to worry. She just wished she didn't have to cause him to worry quite so much. "I can't promise that I'll be able to bring him back. I can only try. But _I_ will come back."

"You'll bring him back or you won't, there is no try."

* * *

><p>It took her a couple days before she could leave the base. Luke told Leia about Rey's mission. At first Leia was actually against the idea, she didn't want Rey to suffer Han's fate, she was growing to care for Rey like a daughter and the idea of putting her in jeopardy seemed unacceptable at first. Eventually Luke was able to reassure her that Rey was secure enough in the force as a Grey Jedi to where she could hold her own against the likes of Kylo Ren. He also assured her that he did not believe Ren really wanted to harm Rey, that their connection through the bond would help them to understand one another. Eventually Liea was forced to relent, as many misgivings as she had, she also couldn't deny that any hope for her son, no matter how small, might be worth a shot.<p>

Rey told Finn and Poe that she would be going on a top secret mission for Master Luke and the general, and that she would be going alone. She would not dare tell them the nature of the mission as she knew they would only protest. She would tell them when she returned…if she returned.

She would take the Grey Wolf to Dantooin as she could use R2 as her copilot and not have to endanger any other lives.

"Oh, do keep an eye on him. He is so prone to getting himself into disasters!" said C3PO as she loaded R2D2 into the Grey Wolf.

"Don't worry. I'm probably more likely to get him into trouble," she replied.

R2 gave a worried little coo.

"I'm just kidding," she reassured.

"And you mind your manners and don't cause any problems for Captain Rey. You should really be quite grateful anyone still bothers with you at your age."

R2 quipped a stinging insult about C3PO's own age, and eventually he waddled off in righteous indignation.

She decided it best not to intervene in the arguments of two droids who bickered like an old married couple.

Eventually she was ready to leave and wished all her friends goodbye and did her best to act like it would only be a short mission and that there really wouldn't be any danger.

Luke gave her a parting hug. "May the force be with you."

"And with you," she said as she turned and waved goodbye, hopefully not for the last time.

* * *

><p>He had actually been avoiding her in her dreams for the past few nights, as he tried to sort out the turmoil in his own mind. If only for one moment, he thought he had actually known compassion from her, and it left a terrible ache in his heart. He tried to push it away, chiding himself that it would be weak to go to her again, until he was back in his right mind. He could not afford to be weak.<p>

He still needed to capture her. The Supreme Leader would not tolerate another failure. To fail would not only be to lose his life, but hers as well. If she could not be brought to the darkside, he had no doubts that Snoke would kill her. He tried to tell himself that he didn't care. That it would serve her right for having denied her destiny by his side, but another part of him could not bear the thought of her suffering such a fate.

The thought of any of the other Knights of Ren cutting her down and stealing the light from her eyes filled him with boiling rage. He would let no one take her from him. Her destiny was with him.

He spent much of his time since the Battle of Jakku in deep meditation, desperately trying to reattune himself with the darkside, but he was struggling with his focus. It was becoming impossible for him to close his eyes and not see her face. Her blazing eyes as she had fought him. The power and strength of the force, radiating off her like a sun. And the way she had finally looked at him when she had spoken to him of the Grey path, like she truly wanted him to meet her halfway…if only in that moment. And he ached to go to her.

_Come to me._

He heard her voice.

"Rey?" he asked.

_Come to me._

Suddenly he was snatched into a vision. He could see her. She reached out her hand and beckoned to him. "Rey?" he called for her, but just as he reached for her she disappeared. Suddenly he was floating in space, looking down on a blue and green planet. He could see the constellations all around it. She was showing him a location.

_Come to me._

She called again. This time behind him, and he turned to look for her. She appeared to him in an ethereal form, strong and beautiful. Her soft hair was down and it framed her face. Again she reached out for him. "Rey," he called again reaching for her. She was so close he could almost touch her. And then he felt her hand, warm and gentle in his own.

_Meet me in the Grey._

And then the vision was gone. He was left alone in his room. He felt shaken, and in the palm of his hand he could still feel her warmth. She had come to him across the bond, and he would go to her.

* * *
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	10. Chapter 10 - Passion and Peace

A note from your humble author: This is the last chapter before I disappear for the weekend. There won't be another update until Monday or Tuesday, but the good news is – we're finally in Lemon territory! Mmmmm lemons. Don't say I didn't warn that they were coming!

Thank you to all the new people who are reading, following, favoriting and reviewing. You guys give the best feedback, and I'm particularly curious to see what you think about this chapter, as I know some of you have waited patiently just for me just to get up to this point, so of course I hope it's been worth your wait. Let me know what you think!

* * *

><p>Dantooin seemed quiet. Occasionally she could sense small animal life scurrying through the brush around her campfire, probably nosing around to the scent of her food, but too timid to come out of the shadows. She sat by her campfire and listened to the breeze sway the boughs of the trees. R2 was resting in low-power mode. She would wake him when it was time to leave. She had been waiting a day and a half, but she knew he was coming, she could sense him getting closer.<p>

At last she saw a ship pass overhead, and she knew that it was Kylo Ren's command shuttle. She released a breath of relief, she could feel that he had come alone, but that didn't mean that he wasn't still dangerous, or that he wouldn't still try to capture or kill her. She had to be on her guard, but she also knew she had to make a part of herself vulnerable to him as well, or he may never open up enough to let her in, and this time, she was determined to learn the truth.

Kylo Ren's shuttle operated more easily with a copilot or a small crew, but it was not impossible for him to manage the controls on his own. He did not want anyone to know the nature of his disappearance. He had purposely avoided Hux when he left and only gave a very brief message for Captain Phasma that he would be away on a brief mission, and that if the Supreme Leader or anyone else important asked for him, that he would return shortly. Then he removed all the tracking devices that he could find in his ship. He was confident that this time he would capture her, this time he would make her see the power of the darkside, but there was still that nagging doubt. She would not put herself in such a vulnerable position. She would not make it so easy. He could not afford to fail, and if he did, he could not afford to be found out.

He knew the Supreme Leader would demand to know where he had been, and truthfully he was struggling to think up a convincing lie to explain his disappearance should he come back empty handed, but he tried not to think about that scenario. He was certain he would not return empty handed, and then there would be no need for deceptions. His master would be pleased to see him return with his prize.

He managed to land the shuttle somewhat ungracefully as he struggled to operate all the controls on his own. _She_ was here.

He could see the light of her campfire glowing in the distance and so he stalked silently through the woods.

When he finally passed through the trees into her camp, he saw her gazing up at the stars, wrapped warmly in her cloak. Her hood was up but he could see several strands of hair had blown loose from her braid and were waving across her face in the gentle breeze. He ignited his saber.

She did not startle, nor did she reach for her saber staff, she just turned and regarded him with the firelight warm in her eyes.

"I did not call you here to fight with you, Kylo Ren. Will you at least hear me out?"

His anger flared. He should listen to nothing. He should take what he came for. She would seduce him into the light. "Don't be weak," he thought to himself.

"Why have you called me here?" he asked, his saber still sparking erratically in his hand.

She sighed. She could sense his anger and frustration, and she knew he would not make any of this easy. "Because I still need the truth. There are things I need to know, and you're the only one who can tell me. Please. I'm not here to harm you or fight you. I just want to speak with you. Won't you please hear me out?"

He powered off his saber, and she felt a little more relieved, though she was no less on her guard. "Will you take off your mask?"

"No."

She pursued her lips in irritation. "I don't want to hold a conversation with you through a filter! Please," she added, "there is no one else here."

She could hear a frustrated sigh come from him through that filter, but eventually he reached up and popped the mechanism that released the mask. He removed it and tucked it under one arm and placed his saber back in its holster. She was thankful for the small progress she had made so far. She tried to not let herself be disturbed by his unusual face. His face was always an enigma that confused her. When she first saw him she was shocked. She expected a monster, a villain, or at least what she could imagine a villain to look like, but instead he was a young man, with dark sad eyes, a nose too large for his face, but which was somehow endearing and masculine, a few scattered freckles and moles, and luxurious black waves of hair. His face was still the same, except now he bore the bright red scar where her saber had cut into him that night on Starkiller. It seemed to glow in the firelight. She cursed him for being so human. It was so much easier to hate the mask, and she knew that that was why he wore it. But right now she needed to see that human, that man with the dark lonely eyes. If she was going to learn anything from him tonight, she would have to reach beyond his deception of villainy, and look into the part of him that was buried underneath the darkness.

"I'm sure you could give a damn less about me, or what the First Order has cost me, but I grew up starving and alone on an inhospitable desert planet, because I believed that someday my family would return for me. But they couldn't, they died after they left me on Jakku. I felt it at the time, but wouldn't let myself believe it because the belief that they could come back was the only thing that kept me alive all those years. It was all I had. I know who the Knights of Ren are. I know what they do, what they've done. It was sixteen years ago, were you even one of them yet?"

She watched as his eyes went from curious to angry and cold. "I would have been about fifteen years old, not quite a boy, not yet a man. Oh yes, I remember life at that time," he said, his non-filtered voice sounding bitter. "It was the year I crushed Skywalker's Jedi academy. It was the year I took up my rightful place in the darkside."

He watched as her eyes began to shimmer with moisture. He could feel her pain as she struggled not to show her emotion, and he was suddenly overcome with a longing for her.

"I have blood on my hands, but Luke's academy would be the only blood until I was about seventeen. Destroying the academy was only my initiation into the darkside. I still had much to learn. I spent the next two years under the watchful tutelage of Supreme Leader Snoke. I did not join the rest of the Knights of Ren in their regular duties until after that, and it was three more years after that before I rose to Master of the Knights of Ren. If they really died sixteen years ago, it is not possible that I personally would have been the one to have destroyed them."

She couldn't stop a few tears from escaping her eyes. Her emotions were in such an uncomfortable confusion. Part of her wanted it to be him. He would just be so easy to blame. He was already so easy to hate. She told herself he was still worthy of her hate. So what if he personally hadn't taken her parents lives? He was still a Knight of Ren, a darkside user who specializes and admits in taking the lives of innocent force-sensitives. Maybe not her family, but someone's family! He was still a servant of the First Order, an organization that had murdered billions, and most of all, he was still the puppet for Snoke, the most evil creature in all the galaxy. Whether he directly killed her parents, or not, she still had every reason to hate him.

Buy yet a moment of doubt passed over her. Did she really hate him? What made him become this monster? It was time for the hardest question of all.

"Will you tell me how it happened?"

"No!" he almost growled. He unwittingly had felt himself soften at her tears; it unnerved him greatly to see someone who could be so strong and yet so vulnerable. He was not about to open himself up so. But also he knew, inside there was much shame.

She realized she wasn't going to get in so directly and decided to try another tactic. "I felt what he did to you, is that what you wanted? Did you want me to suffer?"

He knew how strong their bond was for him, but it was hard for him to gauge if she felt it as intensely as he did. "How was I to know how much you could feel? Maybe you should know what you've cost me! Maybe then you'd understand! Besides…I wasn't in a fit state to be putting up any mental barriers."

"What don't I understand?" she dared to ask.

She could feel his anger and defenses going up again. "Don't think you can trick me with your lies about being Grey. You just brought me here to try and seduce me to the light! I don't belong in the light, and that's what you don't understand!"

"Then help me to understand! That's all I want. You don't have to talk to me about the blood on your hands. I already know! I've felt the way Snoke has tortured you. I've felt your pain. I've felt your darkness and your anger. I feel everything…even the emptiness inside. Please…show me!" she said as she approached him, reaching one hand towards his scarred face.

He suddenly lashed out and grabbed her wrist as quickly as a viper and pulled her into him, his helmet dropping to the groud. He could feel a spike in her fear, but she refused to look away from his eyes. He could feel the defiance in her.

He grabbed her face with his other hand, which was more gentle, and looked down into her warm and frightened eyes. "You don't belong to the light either. You know you belong with me. We're both the same, I know you feel this. Don't be afraid, I feel it too," he said in a whisper as he leaned down and claimed her lips with his.

Her heart was thundering in her ears. She was frozen in shock, but this might be her only chance. She closed her eyes and relaxed into his kiss, allowing him to explore her mouth, his tongue gliding over hers with a soft caress, which then built into a hungry need. With her other free hand she touched his face and pulled him closer, and then she penetrated his mind.

Once she was in it was too late. She felt him try to put up barriers to resist her but she knew how to tear them all down. He could hear her whisper in his mind. "Show me. Please. Help me to understand." And finally he allowed the last of the walls to crumble and suddenly all his memories were bare before her.

* * *

><p>She could see a very small boy with dark laughing eyes and black curly hair. No more than five years old. He was running and playing in a great hall with towering marble pillars. People dressed in fine regalia loitered about chatting amongst themselves, speaking about politics and ignoring the rambunctious child. He runs out onto a veranda. The sky is blue and there's a shining lake, but he has eyes only for his mother, the young Princess Leia is heatedly debating an issue of the senate with several other politicians when her young son runs to her, arms outstretched, a wilting flower in one hand. "Mother! Mother, look! I found this!"<p>

She turns to her son with adoring eyes and excuses herself from the others as she kneels and takes the dying plant from her son. "It's beautiful. Where is Uncle Chewie?" she asks.

"I hid from him. He has to find me," he replied with a giggle.

"You mean you ran off again. Be a good boy and go wait with Uncle Chewie. I shouldn't be much longer."

"You always say that and it takes forever," he accuses.

"Please, Ben," she pleads gently trying to scoot him away. Then she goes back to her discussion with the other senators. He feels cold and rejected as she turns her back to him. Not for the first time, not for the last.

He wanders back out into the hall and is approached by a strange man, short, a very round nose and a receding hairline. His eyes are kind, but his smile is the smile of a predator. "Young Master Solo," he says as he kneels down to greet the boy. "I'm a friend of your mothers. We're on the same senate. Are you bored?"

The boy has conflicted feelings about this man. He thinks he's seen him before. So many boring people talk to his mother, but he convinces himself that he is not a stranger if he is friends with his mother and finally replies. "I want to go flying."

"Well that's no surprise. Did you know your grandfather was one of the greatest pilots who ever lived? He had quite a few adventures. Did your mother ever tell you?"

He shakes his head, no.

"Why don't you come with me? I have a friend I'd like you to meet. He can tell you all kinds of exciting things about what a great man your grandfather was. It will be more fun than being cooped up in this stuffy place," he said, offering the boy his hand.

"Okay," he reluctantly replies. Something feels off, but he lets the strange man lead him away.

They walk for what seems like forever. The man opens doors into a dark room and ushers Ben inside. There in the shadows sits a very tall and thin alien man. His eyes are dark and terrifying, his face scarred, but he speaks to the child with the serpents tongue. He tells the boy that he is glad to finally meet the grandson of the greatest warrior who ever lived. He lavishes the child with praise and attention and before he leaves, he places one long hand over the child's brow, and suddenly everything vanishes into darkness.

* * *

><p>The boy is a little older now. He begs his father not to leave again. Whenever he leaves his mother cries. He always comes back, but he cannot bear to be parted from his father. He cannot bear to see his mother's sorrow. "Why must you go again? You promised to teach me how to barrel roll! You promised!"<p>

Han wraps the child in a warm hug. He can smell the leather of his jacket, the familiar scent of his father. "Hey kid, don't be sad. You're old man will only be gone a week, and we'll practice those barrel rolls when I get back. I love you, Ben," he says patting his son on the shoulder. But he still leaves, and Ben is still alone. And then the voices start.

_They don't love you. They leave you alone. They push you away. They only stay together because of you. They laugh at your pain. They hate you. They hate you because you're weak. You are weak. Pathetic child. Stupid boy. You make their lives hard. They'd be happier without you._

Over and over again, until every encounter, every memory of his parents growing up, is poisoned with these hateful whispers.

He begins to feel the force, but it comes from an angry place. He frightens his mother with his violent outbursts. She feels the darkness growing within him, but she doesn't understand why.

Suddenly Rey is standing in a room. The window is open and soft moonlight is pouring in. She hears heavy breathing and sobbing and walks around a bed to see a young Ben, maybe ten years old, crouching on the floor pressed up against the wall. He's visibly shaking; his eyes are filled with tears. She can hear into his mind; the whispers, the horrible awful whispers that won't stop. They're all mixed in with a terrible high pitched screeching sound that seems to grow louder and louder. She watches as bright red blood begins to drain out of his nose and down his face, spreading in a pool on the floor. "Ben!" she suddenly shouts, and crouches before him, desperate to shake him out of it. But she isn't really there, this is only his memory. He does not see or feel her, but she can feel his mind shattering.

And then, it stops. The whispers, the screeching, everything, and then she hears the sound of mechanical breathing. She watches as the traumatized boy looks up past her. He sees something, someone, and she looks behind her to see the towering form of Darth Vader standing in the moonlight. He holds out a gloved hand towards the boy. "Let me help you," he says through a mask. "Ben, I am your grandfather!"

Whenever the voices return, whenever he feels neglected, even if it's only in his mind, this image of Vader comes to him, and when he appears the horrible voices and screeching stop. The pain and confusion stops. Vader speaks to him of power, of strength. That Ben is strong with the force, and that the darkside is nothing to fear. That his parents are afraid because they don't understand the power of the darkside, but he, Vader, does. He offers to show the child the power of the darkside, he offers him control. He chases the maddening voices away. When Ben calls for him, he is there, and in time the boy is so enamored with this image of his grandfather he will do anything to please him, anything to gain his approval.

_You are my true heir. You must continue what I started. You must fulfill my legacy! It is your destiny!  
><em>

Han and Leia grow worried for their son. He has grown quiet, brooding, angry. He isn't the happy child that used to ride on Uncle Chewie's furry shoulders, or sit in the cockpit of the Falcon waiting anxiously for his father to continue with their next lesson. Their son was changing, and they knew that they were losing him.

She sees him shouting in anger. She sees his mother crying, while his father tries to wrap a comforting arm around her shoulder. Ben is eleven now, and they are sending him away. She feels his emotions and hears his thoughts. They don't want him anymore. They fear him. They fear his power. They don't love him. That's why they want him gone.

They send him to his uncle - Luke Skywalker. Vader tells him to use his anger to make him stronger, that he can use this Jedi training as an opportunity to become more powerful in the force, and that he can show him the true path to the darkside.

Everything continues to go wrong at the academy. The other padawans are afraid of him. They shun him, pulling away from the black cloud that he drags everywhere with him.

Luke tries to calm the storm within him, but Ben cannot be reached. Every time Luke tries to bring him one step closer to the light, the visions of Vader take him two steps further into darkness.

But the visions of Vader are getting fewer and further between. His visits began to be shorter.

Finally one day, in frustration, after Ben nearly kills a fellow padawan in sparring practice, Luke tells Ben; "I'm sorry, Ben, I don't think you can be a Jedi. There is too much anger in you, too much fear. I think you should go home."

She feels it as Ben's world crumbles around him. Something snaps. Becoming a Jedi and being strong in the force had become the only thing that meant anything to him at that time. It was all he had left, and Luke had shattered it all. Destroyed everything.

And then the vision of Vader came, but it was for the last time. He told the boy to seek out a great darkside user – Snoke, who could complete his training and help him fulfill his destiny. Instead of flying home to his parents, he went to Snoke. It was the same tall and terrifying form that he remembered from his childhood, but now he only showed himself in hologram.

Again he spoke to the boy, now fifteen and about to become a man, of the power of the darkside, of the greatness of his grandfather's legacy, so carelessly thrown aside by his mother. He spoke of the folly of all her work, of a grand and glorious new order, with power to finally end all the conflicts of the galaxy, through power and oppression. He beseeched Ben to help him achieve this dream, convincing him that it would have been what his grandfather wanted. That if he served him, he would be making his grandfather proud.

And so Ben fell to one knee, and swore a vow to serve Supreme Leader Snoke, to do anything, no matter what, for the greater good of the First Order and the galaxy, and when he rose he was no longer Ben Solo. He was Kylo Ren a Knight of Ren, a servant of the First Order, and padawan to their glorious leader. And his first task – to wipe out the Jedi academy of Luke Skywalker.

He returned to Luke's academy in a rain of blood. He and the other Knights of Ren cut down all the padawans even to the very youngest of younglings. But Luke Skywalker had not been there, he had been away scouting for new students, and when he returned he found only their bodies strewn around, and when he saw that the mask of his father had been stolen…he knew that it was Ben, and that he had fallen utterly into the darkside.

* * *

><p>Suddenly she was standing in utter darkness, before her she could see the red glow that was Kylo Ren, seething with rage and pain. "Is this what you wanted? Does this please you?" he asks her.<p>

She stands before him now, shining like a silver light. "I do understand now, perhaps more than you do. There's something you don't know."

"What? What more will you take from me?" he turns around and barks at her in anger.

"I was sent here to help you, Ben."

She watches as his face twists angrily at his birth name. "You. Cannot. Help. Me." He manages to force out past the trembling volcano of his rage.

"You're right, but he can," she says as suddenly she delves into his mind again, this time opening herself before him, forcing him to see within her, into her own memories. She shows him the true image of his grandfather, not as Darth Vader the Sith Lord, but as Anakin Skywalker, redeemed Jedi Knight.

_No…that was not me. My grandson was deceived._

He hears the voice of Anakin Skywalker say within her memory.

_Please. Save my grandson._

* * *

><p>And suddenly he is violently knocked from the astral plane, and he finds himself once again standing with Rey in the open night air on Dantooin, holding her tightly in his arms, her warm hands gentle on his face.<p>

She feels him tremble, struggling to digest all that he had just seen and felt and heard.

He was deceived. His whole life had been a deception. Everything he had ever known and felt had been manipulated, by the one person he trusted above all others – Snoke. He suddenly collapsed to his knees and buried his face in his hands. He was ruined. He was a ruined man. And just when he felt that he had nothing at all, she knelt down before him and pulled his hands from his face. He watched silently as she pulled his gloves from his large hands and gently laid her hands within his.

"I understand now. I understand what happened to you, and I'm glad I know the truth. Look at me," she demands, forcing him to look up from where her small hands rest within his. "There is no choice that you've ever made that was entirely your own. You've been controlled every step of your life. There is a place that exists between light and darkness, I see now that you belong there with me. We belong in the Grey together. I don't hate you anymore, Ben, and I don't want you to hate me either."

"Hate you?" he whispers. "I could no sooner hate the air I breathe. I need you," he says as he suddenly takes her in his arms. He seizes her mouth in another kiss, pulling her onto his lap. She gives a startled and muffled gasp, but she does not resist him. She feels him through the force now. The pain and emptiness they had both known all their lives, silenced at last in each other's arms. And suddenly nothing else matter but this one moment. Together. Here. Feeling the beat of each other's hearts, two hearts; one synchronized rhythm.

He holds her body close to his with one arm and uses his other hand to press her face into his, his kiss growing hungrier with need. She wraps her arms around him and runs her fingers through his dark hair. She is straddling his lap and she feels him grow hard beneath her. She grinds against him and feels him growl with desire.

Before she knows it he is laying her down before the campfire, but he never takes his eyes off her. "I need you," he whispers as he begins trailing his lips along her jaw and down her throat. She can barely hear over the beat of her own heart. She feels his hands pull back her cloak and run over the sides of her body. There is nothing now. There is only him.

"Ben, be with me. I need you," she confesses as she feels his lips wandering down the front of her tunic and she runs her hands through his shiny black hair, pulling his lips to her breast. He rips open the fabric in a move that startles her slightly but when his wandering mouth finds her taught nipple she surrenders to him completely.

She reaches between them and begins unfastening her vest, desperate to have him touch more. He stops long enough to help her remove her tunic and vest and removes his own cloak and tunic. He can't help but stop and admire how beautiful she is in the firelight. He's never wanted anything more in his life. "You're so beautiful," he says gazing down at her, an embarrassed flush of red across his cheeks.

She pulls him down to her again and he surrenders completely. He pulls her legs up around him, desperate to feel every bit of her embrace. She can feel the swell in his trousers and she reaches down to stroke over it with her hand. When she touches him that way he almost comes undone and he can feel his head spin. She didn't even notice that he had already undone her belt, and with a quick yank he pulled down her leggings, boots and all, and kicked them out of the way.

Again he explored her with a hungry kiss, then gently he moved down her throat and over her collarbone. She felt a burning need as he tasted each of her nipples, slowly swirling his tongue over her flesh and moving lazily down her stomach. She felt the world and all the stars above her spinning as his exploring mouth glided over her hips, across the smooth skin of her inner thighs, and she cried out as he delved into the warm heat that lay between.

When she cried out it was almost too much for him. He wanted her to want him, wanted her to feel him in every way. He needed to possess her entirely. Slowly he worked his tongue up and down her fold, feeling her writhe beneath him, her taste the sweetest of ambrosia. When she felt his tongue move deep within her she couldn't help but buck her hips and dig into his scalp with her fingers. He pulled her thighs up and spread her open further for him. She cried out again as she felt the delicious heat building within her core.

Suddenly she cried out his name in ecstasy, her body shaking uncontrollably as she felt her powerful release. She was barely recovering from the intensity of her climax, when he had removed his belt and pants and he was opening her legs again so that he could kneel between. He was beautiful there, kneeling before her, his stomach and chest toned and strong. His arms, long, but powerful, his manhood eager and intimidating.

He leaned down and drowned her in another long passionate kiss, finally pulling back just enough so that he could look in her eyes. "Rey, you're mine," he whispers against her lips as she felt him gently begin to push inside of her. She felt a minor discomfort at first, as her body struggled to adjust to the size of him. He stilled when he felt her whimper. Barely moving, but both panting as if they were dying for lack of air, he began tasting the skin of her throat. With one more gentle push they were one.

He could feel her trembling in his arms, and he knew he had to move slowly. She reached for him through the force then, wanting to feel him, not just inside her body, but inside of her soul. Wanting him to complete her, to fill the unspoken need that had always been there. When he felt her touch through the bond, it was overwhelming. A lifetime of aching loneliness, of being hated, of being feared, but not here, not in her arms. Here he was whole. With her he felt the missing piece of his soul.

He was moving faster now, her body tight but wet. He could feel her need through their bond; feel her fingernails tearing down his back. "Oh, Ben, yes," she cried out as he pounded into her. He was so close, but he needed more, he needed her, he could feel her through the bond she was almost his entirely, so close. Finally she gasped, and felt as though a sun had burst within her. She pulled him tightly too her as her entire body trembled.

He shouted her name to the heavens as he followed close with his own release. She could feel his heat spilling inside of her.

Finally he collapsed on top of her, trying not to crush her with his own weight.

"Rey," he breathed, as he held her in his arms.

"You belong to me now, I won't let you go," she replied.

* * *

><p><span>A note from your humble author<span>: Giggidy!


	11. Chapter 11 - The Snare

The campfire was reduced to smoldering embers. A glow on the horizon announced the coming of dawn. The light that could steal all his joy away. The end of a dream.

He held her warm body closely, breathing in the scent of her hair; they were wrapped snugly in both their cloaks. He could feel her heart beating next to his, still the same rhythm. But he was still Kylo Ren, now a man with nowhere to go. He could not return to the resistance, his crimes were too many, too heinous. He could not return to Snoke, the deceiver. And, most of all, he knew he could not let her go.

She awoke to find him staring into her eyes, and she instantly felt the pain and fear in his heart. "Snoke will kill you if he knew," she said referring to all that had just transpired between them.

"Killing from him would be mercy; he would make me pray for death first. You've felt what he can do," he said as he gently brushed his thumb along her jaw. "You belong with me now. Leave with me, let's run away. To hell with this war, with this whole damn galaxy. We need to leave, now, quickly," he said jumping up and beginning to pull on his clothes.

"No," she said, sitting up and wrapping his cloak around her to help compensate for the sudden loss of his warmth.

Then he looked at her as one stricken. "Rey, you can't mean that! We belong together. The force meant for us to be together, you feel it too!"

She could feel the rise in his anger, worst of all, she could sense him feeling betrayed. "We do belong together, but running isn't the answer," she explained as she reached for her torn tunic, and pulling it back on against the morning chill.

"What? Do you want me to go back to the resistance? You above all people know what I have done!" he argued in furry as he laced up his boots and picked his cloak up off the ground.

"Yes, that's exactly what I want!" she nearly shouted as she pulled up her leggings, fastened her belt, and put her light saber holster back on.

"Rey, please," he said, reaching for her and taking her hands in his. "They will not understand. You are the only one who understands. There is no forgiveness for what I've done. I'm a dead man to the First Order and I'm a dead man to the resistance. I don't belong anywhere now. There is nowhere for me…all there is is you!"

"That's not true!" she countered, feeling her own anger rise, as she struggled to close her vest and pull on her cloak.

But before either one of them could say another word a ship roared overhead. She watched as his already pale face grew even paler. "No…no, it can't be!" he yelled in anguish as suddenly he was peeling off his gloves again, examining them over. Next he tore loose his belt, and then he stopped and noticed an almost imperceptibly small button on the inside of the leather. Someone had planted a tracking device on him. Snoke knew he had been betrayed.

He tore loose the small device and chucked it into the trees. "We have to leave, now!" he said as he grabbed her arm and yanked her to follow him back into the forest.

"Stop, what is this? I can't!"

"Rey, listen to me please. We have no time! We have to get to my command shuttle, there won't be room in your X-Wing for the both of us, and if they catch us they will kill you," he pleaded, his dark eyes begging. She could feel him pressing his fear and urgency into her mind through the bond.

Suddenly she felt them. Like dark wraiths materializing out of the shadows under the trees. The six Knights of Ren.

She had only seen them in images from Kylo Ren's memories, now they stood around them, regarding them through their death-like masks, circling them, trapping them in, their vibroweapons humming with menacing intent.

The larger of the six stepped forward. "Master Kylo Ren, Supreme Leader Snoke was wondering where you wandered off to on such short notice. He was quite displeased to hear that you accepted a top secret mission without notifying him first."

Rey tried to suppress a shiver. It was a similar mechanical voice as the one Kylo spoke with in his mask, but deeper. She could sense it; there was true darkness under that mask, and nothing else.

_Trust me._

She heard him plead across the bond.

"Supreme Leader Snoke has tasked me with capturing the Jedi scum and bringing her before him," he said as he painfully tightened his grip on her arm. "As you can see we were just on our way."

"Ah, your prisoner? Curious that you would let her keep that weapon," he said nodding his helmet towards her. Her saber staff still clearly in its holster.

"I asked him to take me," she interjected. "There is darkness in me, surly you can feel it? Luke Skywalker has pushed me away. Where else would I go?"

She could sense the darkside of the force in all of them, most of all in the big one who was addressing them, but she also sense that they were not as strong in the force as she or Kylo. She hoped they were not able to sense the deception.

"Well then, in that case. You will not mind us taking her off your hands. The Supreme Leader gave us very specific orders that whether she was in your custody or not, we were to either capture her or kill her. If she wants to go peacefully, then this shouldn't be a concern for you."

Kylo pulled her behind him, a useless gesture seeing as they were surrounded. "And why should I surrender my prize to you?" he demanded, and there was no mistaking the rage and panic that she could feel growing within him.

"I sense deception in you, Master Ren. And so does our glorious leader. He feels that your judgment when it comes to the matter of this girl is…compromised. Now, you will hand her over to me. I will take her to our leader, and the other Knights shall be returning with you on your shuttle."

Kylo seethed with hatred. This was Aldo Ren, the older knight he had had to defeat in combat to rise to the position of Master of the Knights of Ren. Aldo had been the master before him, and he had hated Kylo furiously ever since, always grasping for any attempt to rise in Snoke's favor and resume his place as Master. None of the Knights of Ren were exactly on good terms with the other. They only ever all assembled as one at Snoke's direct order. The fact that Snoke had summoned all six of the Knights of Ren at once, for the first time in over a decade, warned Kylo that Snoke was no longer gambling on his loyalty. He had already been judged as a traitor, and the sentence would be worse than death.

"We can do this the easy way, or the hard way," Aldo Ren threatened.

"Good," he said cocking an eyebrow. "I like it hard."

His snapping cross-guarded saber thrummed to life and before Rey could even grasp it all, he had charged Aldo Ren.

She wasted no time switching on her own saber staff, and managed to get her weapon up before two of the other Knights of Ren came down upon her with their vibroweapons. One was Cend Ren, who wielded a vibroax, and was probably the tallest of the six Knights of Ren, but not taller than Kylo. The other was Fresza Ren, she was shorter even than Rey, but fast as lightning and malicious as she swung her vibropike.

Aldo Ren was of average height, but very muscular and broad, his weapon was a vibro long sword.

The other three knights were, Ereus Ren who was fat and carried a vibro short sword, Hiji Ren, who wielded vibro double daggers, and Nezgul Ren, another female knight who was almost as tall as Cend Ren, and who wielded a vibro double-blade. These three immediately beset upon Kylo as they saw Aldo Ren struggle to hold him off.

Kylo fought with the rage of a berserker, not for his life, but for hers. He would see every last one of their heads severed from their shoulders before he would let a single one of them take her from him. Even with four against one, they were no match for his darkside fueled attacks. He had always dreamed of fighting with Rey by his side, but he had never imagined that they would be pitted against his own Knights of Ren.

Rey was holding her own against her two opponents, but she was worried for Kylo, she could feel him beginning to tire as he rained blows upon the other knights. They stood back-to-back now, blocking attacks from all sides. They could feel each others adrenaline through the bond.

Hiji Ren, sensing Rey's distraction with her two foes, and Kylo's endurance beginning to waver, pulled back from where he helped battle against the errant knight, leaving him to the other three, and hurled a poison tipped dagger towards Rey. She felt it coming through the force, but she was locked saber to vibropike against Fresza Ren, and also pivoting to dodge a swing from Cend Ren's vibroax. There were just too many of them!

But Kylo sensed her danger in that moment, and suddenly his own opponents didn't matter anymore, the only thing that mattered was stopping that dagger, and so he threw himself in front of the blade. With the last burst of energy he could muster as it pierced though his stomach, he released the force with such magnitude that he blew back all the other knights, and even Rey.

She hit the ground and rolled herself upright, just in time to look up and see him lying on the ground. His hand ripping out the dagger as blood spurted through his fingers. "Get to the X-Wing, Rey. Run! Run, don't look back!" he shouted as he struggled to rise. But the other knights were getting back up as well.

"Ben!" she screamed, getting up to rush for him, but he outstretched one bloody gloved hand and held her back with the force.

"I'll be okay," he lied. "They won't kill me yet. Go!" he commanded again, shoving her back with what little of the force he could still muster as he tried to pull himself to his knees.

She looked at him in despair as tears streamed down her cheeks. He was dying before her eyes, she could feel it. Her only hope was in knowing that what he said earlier about them wanting him alive was still true.

Suddenly she dodged another thrown knife. She seemed to watch everything in slow motion as he swung back with his saber, taking the leg off Nezgul Ren in his fury. She screamed horribly as she dropped and her blood sprayed the forest around her. She watched as Fresza Ren shot a dart from a small gun into his chest, as he struggled to stand. She knew now that they were trying to take him alive.

"Ben, I'm coming back for you!" she shouted as she turned and ran, dodging the swing of Ereus Ren's sword as he barreled after her, but she was faster and easily outran him.

She ran and she ran as the tears poured down her face. She didn't look back, she couldn't, she sensed two of them were still chasing her. She couldn't let his sacrifice be for nothing, she had to be able to come back for him.

"R2, wake up, hurry!" she called through the comlink that she had worn on her belt. "Start the Grey Wolf, now!" she barked to the droid who immediately jumped out of low-power mode and started loading himself into the ship.

She focused every ounce of power that she could muster with the force and pushed with all her might against her two pursuers. One flew back and hit a tree and was knocked cold. The other was pushed back enough to give her just enough time to jump into her X-Wing and pull up before he could reach her. She turned the Grey Wolf and fired energy blasts into the trees, but she was so exhausted she couldn't focus on a target and she knew she had to leave before their own ship would try to pursue her and track her back to the resistance. She couldn't afford to be followed.

She continued to cry bitterly as she pulled the ship up out of Dantooin's atmosphere. She searched for him in the bond.

_Ben?_

She called, but he did not hear her. She could still feel life in him, but it was weak, so terrifyingly weak.

_If you can hear me, Ben. I swear I'm coming back for you. I promise!_

* * *

><p><span>A note from your humble author<span>: Honeymoon is over kids. You didn't think I was going to let them happily ever after that easy, did you?

I know I'm going to have a blast writing the next chapter or two MWAHAHAHA

I want to thank everyone for all the overwhelming support and great feedback. Big thanks to all the new followers! I see a lot of you enjoyed the last chapter, and I'm so glad :) I really appreciate every review that is left for this story. They make me so happy and really help motivate me, so I really hope you guys keep the them coming.


	12. Chapter 12 - The Forgiven

A note from your humble author: Yeah, there's going to be some dark parts in this chapter. Some pretty explicit acts of violence, but please bare with me, I will get you through it. And when I do – hold onto your butts!

* * *

><p>Kylo Ren was his pride and joy. His greatest asset. It had taken years of deceit and manipulation to finally claim his prize, but once the young man was his, he had taken care to not lose him. Not to the light, not to his family, and especially not to a woman.<p>

True, the female would also be a great asset. She was indeed strong, but he would not have her at the risk of losing the one he already invested in for the past twenty six years. Kylo Ren had been groomed from a small child to be his servant. He was the grandson of one of the greatest Siths that had ever lived, and his power with the force was a testament to his grand lineage.

The power in those that he controlled only added to the power of himself. One does not rule the galaxy and relinquish power easily.

He knew the female would be trouble to his servant the moment he felt Kylo Ren's desire for her. She was too close to the light. Now she had turned him into a traitor. He had requested that the general plant the tracking device on his wavering servant; his suspicions proving true. He had gone to her. She had poisoned his mind, she had cracked wide the darkness and allowed more light into him. She needed to be eliminated. He would allow no one to take anything from him. He vowed the scavenger would die.

Kylo Ren would be punished for his treachery, and promised death. He would make him suffer. He would torture him within an inch of his life, poison his mind against the female, see him brought low in pain and misery, and just when he would be convinced that the end was at hand; his master would at last relent and show mercy upon him.

* * *

><p>Kylo Ren was to be kept drugged, but just enough so that he could not draw upon his force powers, and still manage to stay somewhat lucid. He had also been fitted with special binders around his wrists and neck that sent electrical pulses into his brain, further distorting his ability to use the force.<p>

When he opened his eyes he was strapped down to a medical table. He could see life support machines all around him. He felt an uncontrollable spike of panic. They were healing him just enough to keep him alive…to torture him. He watched as the heart and pulse monitors spiked erratically, as the worst though of all came to him – where was she? Was she alive? He tried to search for her in the force, but the room spun, and he was nearly blinded by the spots in front of his eyes, and he knew that he would not be able to reach her, that they would keep his powers subdued. He thought bitterly that he could endure anything, if only he knew that she had lived, that she was safe.

He heard a loud beeping behind him. Someone was being alerted that he was awake. "Let them come," he thought bitterly. The sooner it begins, the sooner he could die. Death would be the only thing left to hope for. He knew he would have to pay for his crimes. He knew he deserved everything that was about to be done to him. He had been a fool to believe that he could just run away, that Snoke would not come for him – for her.

Her.

For one beautiful moment she had belonged to him. He had allowed himself to imagine running away with her. Keeping her forever. No past. No future. Just live every second within the moment. With her.

He tried to choke back the tears that threatened his eyes. He would be weakened before his tormentors soon enough. There was only one thing left that he wanted, only one thing left that mattered.

He watched out of the corner of his eye as the door slid open and three men entered the room. He knew two of them: General Hux, and Aldo Ren. The third was a man with hard cold beady eyes wearing a white lab coat and long rubber gloves.

"Well, well, look whose turned traitor."

Kylo looked back at him with burning hatred. Hux had probably wished for this moment for years.

"The Supreme Leader is very disappointed in you Ren. I'm sure you know that. You're in the prison block, and as soon as you're body is a little more…recovered. You'll be moved somewhere, let's say…a little less comfortable." He gave a nod to Aldo Ren.

Aldo Ren stretched out a hand and tried to pierce into his mind. Again the room spun, blinding spots clouded his vision, his head felt as if it would burst, but he would not scream. Not before the likes of Hux. He grit his teeth until he felt a tooth crack. His hands balled into fists so tightly that his knuckles turned white. The veins protruded from his neck and forehead, his skin went red all over.

At last Aldo Ren stopped. "His force powers are sufficiently subdued. You can do with him as you please," he reported, with no small sound of satisfaction in his mechanical voice.

Kylo lay there gasping for air. "Where…is…she?"

"Your whore?" replied Hux as he raised a questioning eyebrow.

"Is she alive? Tell me!" he shouted.

Hux just smiled a vicious smile. "Oh, the many years I've watched you get your way. The Supreme Leader really did spoil you so, but you're not in his good graces anymore. I don't have to give you anything."

Kylo shot an angry barrage of expletives into the general's face, but he only stood there in silence smirking back at him. When he was done calling him every terrible insult he could think of, Hux pulled back his fist and cracked a hard blow into his face.

But his smug look had faded a little. "The fate of the Jedi whore is no longer your concern. Perhaps you should just worry about yourself. Allow me to introduce the good doctor Kinz. Dr. Kinz is going to make you his very special patient. You'll make him comfortable won't you Dr. Kinz?"

"Very," the doctor replied, in a voice that sent a shiver down Kylo's spine.

Kylo watched as the doctor began filling a syringe with a dark fluid. "You seem stressed out. Allow me to help you relax," he said as he pressed the needle into the inside of his elbow, and everything faded to black.

* * *

><p>She was nearly back to the resistance when she felt <em>him<em> through the bond. He was in pain. Someone was using the force on him. But it didn't hurt her the way it usually did. She felt that his pain existed, but she could not feel it within herself. When it at last stopped, she knew, they were torturing him; they were weakening his abilities in the force somehow. She remembered the dart that had pierced his chest. He was somewhere alive, undoubtedly back on the Finalizer, undoubtedly drugged into submission, but she could not reach him.

It was late when she made it back to the resistance. Master Luke must have sensed her return because she found him waiting for her on the tarmac. He could tell the moment she jumped out of the Grey Wolf, that something had gone horribly wrong.

"Rey? Are you all right? Did he hurt you?"

"I need to speak with both you and the general. We have an emergency! It's Ben…he's in danger."

He asked no more and returned with her to the fortress immediately. As they were rushing down the halls of the ancient stone structure Luke noticed Maz waiting and watching for them.

"I know she went to confront Ben Solo," she said blocking them off. "I see very clearly that something is wrong. You will let me help you," she said in a tone that suggested more of a demand than a request.

Chewbacca had been sitting at a table tinkering with a broken energy canon mount when he looked up to see Rey return, and that Luke was with her. He was just going to greet her, as he was always happy to see her return, when Maz had approached them first and mentioned Ben. He waited and listened.

"I need all the help I can get, Maz. We're going to go talk to the general. Will you join us?" replied Rey.

Suddenly they heard Chewie roar from the corner where he had been inconspicuously sitting. He argued that if there were going to be any meetings about Ben that he wanted to be present and he wasn't going to take 'no' for an answer.

Luke just gave him a sad sort of smile. "I understand, Chewie," he said as he turned to Rey with a questioning look.

"All right, but I have to warn you all. You may not like what you hear."

* * *

><p>Poe found Finn sitting out behind the fortress. He was dismantling blasters on a large table and giving them a thorough cleaning, then reassembling them. Some old stormtrooper habits die hard.<p>

"Finn! Hey, good news. Rey's back. I just got word that her X-Wing landed. We should ask her to target practice tomorrow. If we have any blasters ready for tomorrow," he said regarding the mess of dismantled blasters. "You're still working on them? The sun's gone down!"

Finn just smiled and wiped his hands clean with a towel. "I could use a break. Did you see where she went?"

"I saw her run off with Luke Skywalker."

Finn sat back down again, looking a little detoured. "Oh, well, we better let her finish with him first. She was on some top secret mission; no doubt they'll want to debrief her before they let her come visit our ugly mugs."

"Hey, who you callin' ugly?" Poe replied as she popped Finn playfully with a work towel.

* * *

><p>Leia felt a disturbance in the force. She opened her door to see Rey, Luke, Chewie and Maz waiting on the other side, Luke's hand poised just about to knock. "Come in," she said.<p>

Once everyone had taken a seat, except Rey, who seemed to prefer to stand after having been in her X-Wing for almost eighteen hours, she asked: "What has he done?"

That was when she noticed Rey had started to cry. "Rey?" she asked, getting up again to go to the distraught young woman, her maternal instincts taking over.

"Please…I need your help. I need all of your help. They're going to kill him!"

* * *

><p>He could tell he was being held in an interrogation room. The type of room he was all too familiar with, but this time he was on the receiving end. He couldn't help but see the irony.<p>

_Ben, I'm coming back for you!_

"Where are you?" he tried asking over the bond, but again his head swam. He knew he couldn't reach her, but he couldn't help trying. He couldn't deny that tiny greedy instinct that actually hoped against hope that she could come for him, but it was wrong and he knew it. He didn't want her here – in danger, or dying. He wanted her alive. Safe. All he wanted in the world was to know that somewhere she lived. His uncertainty of her fate still the greatest torture, even though they had already begun to punish his body.

The sadistic doctor began his work with a small knife; first making a small incision, then twisting the knife around and around just beneath the skin. He had tried not to scream, but the pain was unbearable. The only comfort in knowing that at least she should not feel his pain. If his senses were so numbed that he could not reach for her through the bond, then perhaps she would be spared from his torment as well. It was all he could hope for.

He still ached for her. Wishing against all hope and logic that he could only see her face one last time. Hear her voice one last time. Feel her in his arms one last time. He knew he was still being greedy. He counted himself the luckiest man alive that he had been given as much of her as he had. It was far more than he had deserved.

When the doctor began pressing red hot steel into his skin, he forced himself to close his eyes and remember the taste of her lips. When he was being wracked with electrical jolts so fierce he could smell his own flesh burning, he forced himself to remember the beat of her heart, the fragrance of her skin. When he was hooked up to devices that sent jolts of pure agony up his spine so relentlessly that much more would have broken his own back, he remembered her words.

_I don't hate you anymore, Ben_.

* * *

><p>There was an uncomfortable silence after Rey had explained what she had learned from Kylo Ren's memories. She had left out the more intimate details of her encounter on Dantooin. But she had explained how he had fought, how he had saved her life, and been captured by the other Knights of Ren, and what his inevitable fate would be. The general sat sobbing in uncontrollable grief. Luke tried to wrap a comforting arm around her, but even his head hung in shame. They had always blamed Snoke for having seduced Ben to the dark side, but they had never known just how he had done it, what he had said to turn him against his own family.<p>

As a mother Leia was beyond consolation. She knew he had been troubled by something when he was a boy, but she had never imagined the extent of Snoke's torment, of the manipulation, of the pain he had been in throughout almost all of his youth. It explained so much, everything. She blamed herself as well. She felt that she had failed him as a mother, done everything wrong. She didn't realized that in all those years, every time she had ever been too busy, she had pushed him away, pushed him into darkness. When he had needed her and Han the most, she had sent him to Luke. At the time she was convinced that she had done the right thing. She thought she had been trying to help. Her son had been taken from her by a predator, and she had done nothing to protect him.

Luke, on the other hand, had always known exactly how he had failed Ben. He knew the moment he had turned the boy away, was when Snoke had claimed his nephew. He had lived every day since then, wishing he had done more for Ben, tried harder, anything, when he still had the chance.

Chewie only gave a sorrowful moan and stared down at his feet.

Maz sighed, and thankfully spoke first. "So, how are we going to get him back?"

"He will be on the Finalizer. I've felt him. He is still alive, but I don't know for how long. Every moment we wait to act – they're torturing him."

The general let out another loud sob.

"Look, I know what he's done, we all know, but I've felt it, the light in him, it's stronger now. He has seen how he's been deceived. He is like me, both light and dark. I can help him to understand the Grey way. I can show him the path to balance…to peace. But, I don't think I can do this alone. I'll understand if you don't want to help me," she said casting her eye over Chewie and Maz. "But I promised him I would come back for him, and even if I have to do it on my own, I will. He saved my life."

"You'll need to get into that ship. I may have a way. Tomorrow morning we will stop by my castle and pick someone up. You can use him to get in," offered Maz.

"There's no way to start sooner?" asked Rey. Every moment lost was another moment Ben was being tortured.

"He's a bounty hunter with first order connections. He frequents the castle. He won't be by sooner than that, but it will give you time to prepare; to rest. You may need all your strength."

She hadn't slept in over thirty six hours. She was exhausted, and it pained her to remember that the last time she had slept; it had been in his arms. "I guess you're right," she relented.

"Leia and I will come up with something," offered Luke.

She knew she could count on the General and Master Luke, they, above all others, had never doubted that there wasn't still light in Ben, that he had been seduced by Snoke all along. Chewie remained silent, and she could sense the conflict within him. Han had been Chewie's best friend since long before Ben had even been born, she could not hold it against him if he wanted nothing further to do with his estranged nephew. "Thank you, all of you," she said as she stepped outside to find her quarters.

She hadn't made it very far before she heard a familiar voice.

"Rey! You're back!" called Finn, as he hobbled over to her on his cane. "I've been waiting for you to finish talking to the General and Luke Skywalker forever. I…" he suddenly stopped when he saw how tired and miserable she looked.

"Rey, what happened? Is something wrong?"

Her first impulse was to tell him everything was fine, that she was just tired, and for him not to worry, but she remembered the last time she had kept a secret from him.

_ I know I'm pretty useless about this force stuff, but you can tell me anything. Anything at all! You're my friend, Rey!_

And suddenly she couldn't bear keeping her secrets from him any longer. "That top secret mission – I went to meet with Kylo Ren."

She watched as his eyes went wide with shock. "Are you okay?"

"No. No, I'm not, but it's not for what you think. I don't have time to explain it all again, at least not tonight, but something happened between us on Dantooin. I found out how he turned to the darkside, how Snoke had basically tormented and manipulated him for years. I was able to get through to him. I was able to feel the light in him. There is still hope, even for someone like him. I'm sure you don't believe that, and I can't explain it all right now, but it's true. And now because he's seen Snoke's lies for what they are, he's been captured. The other Knights of Ren took him. He saved my life, Finn! He didn't have to, but he fought to protect me. They're torturing him, and then they'll kill him. I was asking the General and Master Luke for help."

"Help, how?" he asked.

"I'm going back to save him."

"What? Why?" Finn knew that Kylo Ren was Ben Solo, he had been there with Rey the day they watched Han Solo die. The general had asked both him and Poe to keep their knowledge about Kylo Ren a secret from the rest of the resistance, though Finn had at least told Poe all that had happened. Out of loyalty to the general they had kept her secret, but they had always been troubled to know that one of the resistance's greatest enemies was the general's own son. On one hand he was surprised to learn that he had supposedly saved Rey's life, but he was still Kylo Ren, and he was still dangerous.

"Rey, I know he may have helped you, but a rescue mission would be dangerous. Look what he did to Han! You can't risk your life for him!" he argued.

She sighed. Maybe Finn would understand better if she could explain more of what happened on Dantooin, but it had taken her hours to explain it to the others. She knew that he had suffered personally at the hands of Kylo Ren, he still walked with a cane because of him. And even his own partner, Poe, had been mercilessly tortured for information. She didn't really expect Finn to agree with what she was about to do. She fully expected his reaction, and she didn't blame him for it. Kylo Ren had done unforgivable things to so many people, but she wanted Finn to know the truth, even if he didn't understand it. She didn't want to have to hide things from her best friend anymore, even if it meant losing him as a best friend.

"Snoke put him up to killing Han. I felt the struggle within him through the bond the moment it all happened. I know you think I'm mad, risking my neck for the likes of Kylo Ren. You're probably right. This probably is all a horrible idea, but I can't help it Finn. You're my best friend and I don't want to hide things from you anymore. You can hate him all you want to. You have every right, especially for what he's done to you, to Poe. But I've seen another side of him, a part of him that nobody else has seen, and perhaps nobody else would understand. I don't hate him anymore. I…I think I might care for him," she confessed.

Finn just stood there his mouth gaping in horror. "Rey, what? No! Come on! Why him? I mean really! He's crazy! He's evil! You could do so much better than a guy like him. That guy looks like he weighs thirty pounds soaking wet under that little black dress. This 'bond' thing just has you confused!"

She couldn't help but think; "actually he's totally shredded," but she kept that thought to herself and waited patiently for Finn to get his opinions out of his system.

"Finn, you're my best friend. You told me once that I could tell you anything, but I understand how you feel. You have every right to be upset with me. But I can't help the way I feel. He's done terrible things, I know, but on the inside, we're actually a lot alike. We both struggle between darkness and light. The only difference is I've found the balance between. I believe he can too. I believe we both can be Grey. He's in pain, even at this moment, and I just can't stand by and do nothing. I'm sorry," she said as she gave her friend a gentle hug, through which he remained motionless, and turned to make towards her quarters.

"Rey…wait," he called.

She turned to look back at him as he hobbled after her on his cane. "I still think this is a stupid idea. I mean really. I think you're nutty!" he sighed. "But if you need help, you know, with this rescue mission, I'll still help you."

"Finn?" she cried, tears threatening her eyes.

"But I'm not doing it for him! I'm doing it for you."

"Thank you!" she said as she hugged him again, this time he returned the gesture and hugged her back.

* * *

><p>She had just made it back to her private quarters and was beginning to pull off her boots when she heard a soft knock at her door. She could sense who it was and immediately went to open it.<p>

"Chewie?"

He asked if he could speak with her in his chuffing Skyriiwook.

"Of course, Chewie," she said, offering him a chair, but he preferred to stand.

He told her that he was still angry with Ben. Han was his dearest friend, they had been like brothers, and he had been there since Ben was born. He had cared for the boy as if he had been his own blood nephew, and seeing him betray Han had been the worst moment of his life. But, he confessed, he had been listening when Rey had told them what Snoke had done to the boy for most of his young life growing up. How he had been in pain and torment, and that it hurt him just as much as Luke and Leia that he had not been able to do more when he had the chance. He confessed that when he watched Kylo Ren kill Han, he could have killed him, a part of him wanted to. He could have shot his head clean off with his bowcaster, but he chose instead to only hurt him, because Han would not have wanted him to die. Han's last mission had to bring Ben home, to save his only son.

Chewie sadly sighed and continued on that even with what Ben had done, Han still would have wanted him back. His best friend would have wanted him to help save his son, and so that was what he was going to do.

"Oh, Chewie, thank you! I think Han would have wanted this too," she said after he had finished explaining himself. She was surprised when he told her that he had already notified Master Luke and the general of his intent to join the rescue mission, and best of all, he had a plan. They would all go over the plan first thing in the morning together. Then he gave her one of his big enthusiastic Wookiee hugs and excused himself for the night.

She wiped a tear from her eye as she thanked the force that she had so many wonderful friends, and that apparently even Ben had more people that cared about him than even he had realized.

_Hang on Ben. I'm coming…we're coming!_

She called to him through their bond, hoping he could hear.

* * *

><p>She found him in her dream.<p>

_ She was the grey beast again, running through the snowbound woods. She could hear him howling in the distance, but she could not find him, she could barely feel him. She stopped and let out a howl of her own; hoping again that he would call back to her, but the cold night air was silent. _

_ Then she smelt it – blood. His blood. It was in the wind. She ran faster through the falling snow, it was coming down heavier now. She heard a yelp in the distance, a barking yowl of pain. She could sense that he was hurt, and she ran faster._

_ She tore into a small clearing and saw the devastation. _

_ The black beast, now with a patch of white fur that covered his whole chest, was in chains. He was lying in the snow. His body pierced with many arrows, his paws torn and bloody. His white patch of fur streaked with the red of his own blood, which also pooled into the snow around him. He whimpered pitifully as some dark shadowed monster leaned over him, a hot poker in one hand._

_ She growled menacingly, but his tormentor didn't even seem to know that she was there. She watched in horror as he burned the black beast with the iron, and the stench of burning flesh and fur filled her nostrils as the black beast yowled in pain. _

_ She would stop this. She would tear the throat out of his tormentor, and so she leapt upon the monster._

* * *

><p><span>A note from your humble author<span>: A rough chapter I know, but next chapter, I will make it up to you guys. I am very excited. I know I'm going to have a blast writing it!

Thank you to everyone who has been following, favoriting, reading, and most of all reviewing. I hope you guys will continue to leave reviews and let me know how I'm doing. I love all of your feedback. And to everyone who has left a comment so far – you guys rock!


End file.
